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FADE IN: | 1 


A BLACK SCREEN, then what appears as a shimmering diamond. 
We hear the strains of a melody, DRAWN TOWARDS the jewel by 


. the impassioned Italian ballad “SENZA FINI.” As we MOVE 


CLOSER we realize we're heading over dark ocean towards -- 
AN ITALIAN LUXURY LINER . ; 2 


Draped with golden lights from bow to stern. As the music 
BUILDS we MOVE THROUGH gilded portholes to the -- 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - MAIN BALLROOM - CONTINUOUS 3 
Immaculately dressed STEWARDS collect soup bowls from FIRST 
CLASS PASSENGERS in tails and evening gowns. A torch singer, 
FRANCESCA, a voluptuous young Sophia Loren type draped in a 
shimmering, low cut red gown, CROONS to the rapt crowd. 


FOLLOW an imperious, heavy-set CHIEF STEWARD as he walks 
quickly past Francesca with a silver platter --. 


Their eyes hold for a beat, a signal passing between them. 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - PURSER’S FOYER - CONTINUOUS’ 4 


_ MOVE WITH the Chief Steward through the opulent lounge to -- 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - FORWARD DECK © 5 


Where tables are set up for the lucky few around a dance 
area. Seated among passengers are the OFFICERS of the .ship. 


_ Inside, the singer raises her hands, urging all officers to -- 


- FRANCESCA 
!Ballate, ufficiali, ballate! 


PASSENGERS and CREW cheer the officers on. They gallantly 


rise, taking partners from the PASSENGERS’ WIVES. The 


CAPTAIN, all gold epaulets, turns with a bow to his dining 
companion, KATIE, a precocious eight-year old in a white 
dress and pumps, travelling alone. Passengers APPLAUD as -- 
Katie takes his arm. They head for the dance floor. Inside 


the ball room, Francesca reaches for the song’s climactic 
notes. It couldn’t be a more perfect summer evening when -- 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - BELOW DECKS 6 


A HAND 


Pushes the power on a winch control panel up to “Massimo.” 


10 


EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA - FOREDECK - CONTINUOUS 7 
On either side of the dance floor -- 
TWO GIANT HORIZONTAL WINCH SPOOLS 


SNAP! to life, spinning. Tag lines (cables) from the huge 


cargo booms that wing off from both sides of the foredeck 


begin to wrap around the winches with tremendous ‘speed. 
Before anyone can even scream-- 


The tag lines yank the booms toward the center of the deck 
with shocking force. They swing mercilessly through the 
festive crowd, the boom’s Supporting tension wires slicing 
through human bodies like piano wire. No one is spared. 


Almost no one. 


KATIE 


Sees the Captain’s arms that have been tenderly holding her 
sever and drop. On instinct, Katie ducks down, her low 
height the only thing that saves her. - 


She scrambles forward on her hands and knees in horror, 
racing past a table whose occupants gag, vomiting blood. 


EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA — PROMENADE DECK ~. CONTINUOUS 8 


Katie almost runs right into a pack of ship’s stewards 
SHOUTING at each other as they drag still convulsing 
passengers by their feet somewhere. She takes off. 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA — PASSENGER CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS 9 


Katie swings around a corridor and comes face to face with a 
PURSER. He pauses, looking at her, eyes full of a kind of 
madness. Katie sees the crimson streaks on his sleeve, his 
pants. He looks like he’d grab her but realizes his hands 
are occupied with passengers’ jewelry. 


INT. KATIE’S STATE ROOM —.p404 - NIGHT 10 
Katie steps in, panting, shuts the door. Muffled SHOUTING 
and SCREAMS can be heard above somewhere, followed by the 
BRRAAAAT! of automatic GUNFIRE. Hugging a doll -- 


She looks up as a drop of water falls from the ceiling onto 
her forehead. Above her, there’s a dark spot: in the ceiling. 


(CONTINUED) 
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3. 
CONTINUED: : i © 10 


It. seems to grow larger as she watches it,- seeping in and 
spreading outward across the ceiling like a living thing -- 


The fingers of water coming down from above start to streak 
with blood. Katie gasps, slides under her bed. The blood 
water seeps around her but she bravely hides, holding her 
doll, screwing her eyes tight to make it all go away when —- 


Hands reach in and yank her SCREAMING into darkness. 


EXT. BERING SEA - DAY 11 


A brawny salvage tug plows through whitecaps in heavy seas. 


INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - PILOTHOUSE - DAY 12 


The tug’s Captain, MURPHY, an Irish-American sea vet, glances 
at the dual diesel engineRPM needles maxing out in the red. 
He lifts a talkie, turning to the rear portholes, shouting -- 


MURPHY (RADIO) 
I can’t hold her much longer. What 
the hell’s happening back there? 


EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - STERN - DAY 13 


In foul-weather gear, DODGE, a darkly intense salvage 
technician, fights through a wave with a heavy maul in hand. 
The boat’s name “ARCTIC WARRIOR” emblazoned on the transom. 


‘DODGE (TALKIE) 
Keep your pants on, Murph. We’re 
heading over! 


Dodge reaches two crew mates, loaded up with the tools and 
gear of professional salvagers. Dodge hands the maul off to-- 


DODGE (CONT'D) 
Epps! 


Salvage team leader EPPS takes the maul, expertly cinches her 
body harness onto a roller bearing despite the waves CRASHING 
into the stern. She wears a life vest, tool belt over a pair 
of orange men’s Insulite pants, heavy rubber boots. 


Dodge inspects her rig, then gives her the quick “thumbs up.” 
Epps chooses her moment, climbs up on the railing and leaps -- 


Into oblivion. FOLLOW her descent as she slides down on the 
roller bearing which is attached to a thick, wavering -- 


(CONTINUED) 
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TOWING CABLE. Buffeted by waves, Epps grabs a guide line, 
hauling herself across angry water steadily up the cable ~- 


TOWARDS a Russian oil platform listing in the storm. It sits 
on four giant steel floaters, one of which is half submerged 
and threatening to bring the entire platform down with it. 


INT. FLOATER #4 - ROCKING - A TOP HATCH ~ MOMENTS LATER 14 


Swings open. Epps rappels down into the canted steel cavern 
Sloshing with ocean water and trash. She hitches up right 
above the waterline, dangling precariously, like she’s 
entered a washing machine on a broken spin cycle. 


She shines a torch lite across the water below. She HEARS 
it. A bizarre WHIRRING SOUND ECHOING up from the depths. 


EPPS 
(talkie) 
We got a punch in the #4. 


INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - PILOTHOUSE - DAY 15 


Murphy, joined by his First Mate, GREER, who’s taken over the 
helm. Murphy turns and looks back at the oil platform. 


_ MURPHY 
(talkie) 
How’s it sound? 


INT. FLOATER #4 - DAY l . 16 
EPPS 
(talkie) 


Small but vicious. Like my ex. 
Epps sees the water rising quickly below her feet. 


EPPS (CONT’ D) 
(talkie) 
She’s got about 10 minutes left. 


MURPHY 
(talkie) 
Let it go, Epps. Get back to the 
boat! I’m cuttin’ her loose. 


But Epps is already stripping off her overalls, strapping her 
tool-belt to the rappel line. Steam coming off her body. 


(CONTINUED) 
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MURPHY (CONT’ D) 
(talkie) 
Epps! Come in, over! 


Epps stows the talkie as she strips into a t-shirt. Her 
body is as hard as the work she has to perform. From above-- 


MUNDER (0.S.) 
You heard the man! 


Epps looks up, sees the rest of her team, MUNDER and DODGE, 
crouched over the hatchway above with their welding gear. 


. DODGE , l 
That sea water’s gotta be near 
freezing. We’d need tanks, suits -- 


EPPS . 
I spent three months getting this 
piece a’ shit up off the bottom and 
making her seaworthy. I willnot 
lose her now. 


Epps pulls out an underwater flare, pops it, then drops it in 
the water. She takes a deep breath, grips the maul and drops 
feet first, PLUNGING into the whirling flotsam below. 


DODGE 
Goddamn mothering instincts. 


Dodge grabs the Heliarc welding unit and jumps below. 
INT. FLOATER #4 - UNDERWATER - SINKING - CONTINUOUS 17 


Epps lets the weight of the maul draw her down until her 
light finds a jet of sea water shooting out of the wall from 
a hole the size of a half dollar. Epps swims for the hole -- 


Swings the maul back through the water and nails the hole 
squarely in the jet. The WHIRRING sound silenced. Epps 
quickly unstraps the carbon fiber plug from the maul’s head, 
leaving it in the hole. She attaches a sledgehammer head -- 


DODGE AND MUNDER DROP DOWN 


Next to her, grabbing onto a wall stay. Munder lights the 
Heliarc and rakes the blow torch over the plug. To finish. 
the job, Epps, her lungs near bursting, swings back the maul 
and DRIVES! the now softened metal plug deeper into the wall - 
- once, twice, then SLAMS it home with a final blow. 


A smile, underwater. Lungs bursting, the trio rises. 
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EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - FLOATER #4 - DUSK 18 


WATER dumping out a 5” hose into the ocean below. FOLLOW the 
hose back into FLOATER #4 where an industrial pump CHURNS, 
emptying the repaired floater tank. PULL BACK TO —- 


The upright platform pulled obediently by the Arctic Warrior. 
Epps sits atop the rig, a big U.S. FLAG flying off her stern. 


EXT. PORT GERMAINE - ST. LAWRENCE ISLAND - EVENING 19 


A smaller harbor tug helps the Arctic Warrior jockey the oil 
platform to the dock as Epps and Munder tie her up. Dodge 
jumps onto the dock with Murphy as the others, including the 
tug’s burly Chief, SANTOS, join them in a jubilant mood. 


A Russian oil executive, SERGEY, waits for them on the docks, 
looking at the oil platform with a toothy grin on his face. 
He greets Murphy with a giant bear hug, pumping his hand. ' 


SERGEY 
Murphy, my man! Only you could 
raise my baby from the dead, bring 
her back to me. 


MURPHY 

Piece of cake, Sergey, when you got 

the best damn crew in the business. 
(grins) 

Just look at ‘em. 


Sergey looks at Murphy’s crew behind him in utter disbelief. 
They are as motley and disheveled a lot as you’11 ever see. 


SERGEY 
Yes, well, come, we have much 
paperwork, and of course, your fee. 


As Sergey leads Murphy towards a pre-fab office, Murphy 
gives his crew a sly wink, indicating a dock-side bar. 


MURPHY 
See you back at the office. 


INT. BAR - NIGHT © 20 


Crowded with the flotsam of the seafaring world. Epps lines 
up a difficult bank shot at a pool table as a couple of Navy 
SEAMEN check her out, a tattoo of Wiley Coyote poking out of 
her jeans. She makes the shot, stepping up to her opponent, 
a young, off-duty LIEUTENANT, who opens his wallet, pays up. 


(CONTINUED) 


CONTINUED: l E 20 


SANTOS (O.S.) 
Looks like Epps got herself a new 
friend. 


Beers, cigarettes and empty food plates lie on a table before 
Greer and Dodge. Santos and Munder play darts behind them. 


DODGE 
She could do so much better. 


GREER 
You ain’t jealous, are you? 


l DODGE ` 
Me, jealous? What a laugh. 


GREER 
Still, onè woman on a boat of guys, 
man in every port, makes you wonder 
why she don’t share the wealth. 


. DODGE 
She’s a professional. 


Santos waits for Munder to take his shot, turning his gaze 
down to a photo in his hands. It shows him with his FIANCE. 


SANTOS | 
Just a couple more days, baby, and 
big daddy’s home. 


Murphy enters the bar. Like dogs to the scent, the crew 
regroup as he joins them, pulling out a thick envelope. 


ee ` MURPHY 
Christmas in July. Well done: 
(toasting) 
To the boat. 


ALL 
To the boat! 


Murphy pulls a massive pile of hundreds from the envelope and 
starts divvying it up. He and Epps get the lion’s share -- 


JACK (0.S.) 
S’ cuse me, Mr. Murphy? 


Murphy looks up. They’ve been joined by JACKFERRIMAN, a 


wiry pilot in a navy pea coat, RCAF bag. An air of something | 
like charisma follows him to their table. 


(CONTINUED) 
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JACK (CONT’ D) 
I’ve been looking for you guys 
since, well since forever. Can I 
buy you a drink, sir? 


Murphy raises his Coke, he’s already got a drink. 


| JACK (CONT'D) 
A moment of your time, then? 


MURPHY 
As you can see we’re a little busy-- 


_ JACK © . . 
Jack Ferriman. I promise to make 
it worth your while, Mr. Murphy. 


MURPHY . . 
You talk to me, you talk to my men. 


HOLD on the pilot, deliberating. He reaches into his Royal 
Canadian Air Force flight bag -- 


A nautical map is rolled out on the crew's table. Jack looks 
around the bar, cautious, as he makes his pitch. 


JACK 
I fly the arctic weather patrol 
flights out of Makenzie Bay. Last 
month, my co-pilot and I were out 
in the Strait, middle of nowhere. 


Jack points out an impossibly remote area on the map. 


JACK (CONT'D) _ 
When we came across this. 


Jack shows them several overhead photos. They show the murky 


. outlines of a large vessel far below. . 


EPPS 
Congratulations. You found a boat. 
In the ocean, of all places. 


JACK 

We did three flybys, tried for 
radio contact. Nothing. We 
figured she had to be adrift. 


MURPHY 
That ship’s a thousand miles from 
the nearest shipping lanes. Did 
you inform the Coast Guard? 


(CONTINUED) 
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JACK 


International Waters, so they noted 


it, and that’s it. 


_ MURPHY 
You get a name off of the boat? 


JACK 


Couldn’t make it out. I put it out 


of my head, until two days ago, 
when we saw it again. Near the 
same coordinates. We did another 
fly by. Nobody home. No contact. 


DODGE | 
This’s bullshit, Murph. 


MURPHY 
Just about anything can happen out 
in the Strait. Epps, what kind of 
tonnage are we talking about here? 


EPPS 
(scanning photos) 
Big. Huge. Could be a freighter, 
military, just about anything. 


MURPHY 
Alright, Jack I’ma wee bit 
interested. What do you want? 


JACK : 
Ten-percent finder’s fee for the 
exact coordinates where we spotted 
her, and I go with you. Insurance. 


DODGE 


.Who have you told about this? . 


JACK 
My co-pilot and I are the only 
ones, we came to you because we 
heard you were the best around -- 


Santos slams down his beer hard, facing Murphy. 


SANTOS 
We been out to sea for six months, 
I got a two years’ salary in my 
drawers and a fiance waiting. We 
don’t need this job, Skipper -- 


9. 
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MOVE ACROSS their faces, dollar signs in their eyes. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: (4) . 20 
MURPHY 
I’ll made that decision, Santos. 
SANTOS 
The plan was to go back to 
Anchorage. 
MURPHY 


In our business, the only plan is-- 


MUNDER/DODGE/EPPS 
There is no plan.. 


JACK 
How much do you figure a ship like 
this may be worth? 


MURPHY 
Millions. Thousands. Nothing.. No 
way to tell unless we board her, 
find out who she is-- and if we 
have the right to Salvage her. 


EPPS 
That’s a big “if.” 


Jack holds a- look with her, intrigued by this anomaly among 
Murphy’s eyes find Anchorage on the map, then flicker 
out to the location that Jack has indicated. 


MURPHY 
Might not hurt to take a detour on 
our way home. 


- SANTOS ; 
That’s a week out of our way-- 


MURPHY 

This ain’t a goddamn democracy, 
Santos. You want to bail, bail, but 
that means you’re off for good. I 
seen too many big scores slip out 
of my hands for one lifetime not to 
check this out. 

(turns to the rest) 
What do we say? 


EPPS 
She’s worth a look. 


The others SECOND this. All except for Santos, who glowers. 


(CONTINUED) 
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MURPHY 
(to Jack) . 
You got yourself a deal. 0500. 
Our place. 


EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - DAWN a . 21 


‘Steam rises off the deck in the morning chill as Greer barks 


orders to Dodge and Munder and they cast off. Àt the last 
minute a grumbling Santos appears and hops on board. 


MUNDER 
Good call, Santos. 


Dodge and Munder slap hands with him, welcoming him aboard. 


INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - PILOTHOUSE - CONTINUOUS - DAWN 22 


Murphy and Epps hold a look, pleased that Santos decided to 
come aboard as they listen to the Coast Guard WEATHER REPORT. 
Murphy backs the tug away from the dock as Epps studies the 
dawn sky. She fixes him a cup of steamingjava. 


EPPS 
Red sky at night, sailor’s delight. 


MURPHY . . 
Red sky at morning, sailors fucked 
over. 


They grin: Murphy’s eyes find the map that Jack gave. them, 
the precise coordinates of the two air contacts now marked in 
red pen where the Bering Strait meets the Arctic. 


EXT. PORT GERMAINE ~ DOCKS = CONTINUOUS - DAWN 23. 


As the tug turns into the harbor channel, the sun rises under 
a perfect, absolutely clear blue sky. 


. EXT. OPEN OCEAN - RAIN - NIGHT 24 


The MUFFLED POUNDING of arippin’ hip hop track can be heard 
as the Arctic Warrior plows on in a driving rain. 


INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - PILOTHOUSE - NIGHT 25 
Greer has the CD player cranked, SINGS along as he mans the 


helm. His eyes scan the sea ahead, the sweeping green radar. 
He takes a long toke from a big joint, hits the high notes. 


12. 


INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - CREW QUARTERS - NIGHT -26 


Bruce Lee is kicking ass inFive Fingers of Deathon the VCR, . 
lent a special appeal by the motion of the boat as Santos and 
Munder watch this tape for the 200th time. They both SPEAK 
the dialogue and grunts/blows in unison, glued to Bruce. 


Epps trims Santos’s hair at the galley table. Dodge sit with 
them, reading a Horatio Hornblower novel. Murphy charts 
their course nearby. Epps. motions to Santos with a mirror. 


EPPS 
There. She’1ll love it, whaddaya’ 
think? 

SANTOS 
Think there’s something else she’d 
love. i 

EPPS 


I can trim that, too. 
Epps grins,- snapping Santos with a towel as he gets up. 


JACK (0.S.). 
Evening all. 


Jack’s entered, looking green in the gills, wet. 
MURPHY 
(not looking up) 
Enjoying the ride, Jack? 
. JACK 

Oh,. yeah. I’m having a gayol’ . 

time. 
Behind him,.Munder makes a “puking his guts out” motion. 
Jack makes himself coffee, comes to the galley table. 
There’s no room and Dodge doesn’t intend to make any. 


: EPPS 
Manners. 


Dodge looks up, irritated. He makes room for Jack -~ 


JACK 
Much obliged: 


-- and gets up, leaving Epps and Jack alone at the table. 


(CONTINUED) 
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EPPS 
Flyin’ weather planes over ice 
sheets, what’s the appea] Mr.. 
Ferriman? 


. JACK 
Why do you think I’m out. here? 
(nods surroundings) 
I could ask you the same thing. 


EPPS 
You mean what’s a nice girl like me 
doing in a dump like this, ‘stead 
of raising a family by the home 
fires? 


JACK 
You’ ve heard this one before. 


Epps lights a cigarette, breathing in a long toke. Jack 
notices the blue ink U.S. NAVYSEABEES tattoo on her arm. 


EPPS 
It’s pretty simple. I own a third 
of this operation, I’m not that 
nice -- 
(whispering) 
-- and just between us, these 
nimrods are my family. 


They hold a smile, perhaps feeling the instant chemistry 
between them when there’s SUDDEN STATIC: from the radio. 
Everyone sits up and pays attention. 


-GREER (RADIO) 
Greer to Murphy. 


MURPHY l 
, (goes to the radio) ` 
Greer, come in. ; 


GREER (RADIO) 
You should get up here. 


MURPHY (RADIO) 
What is it? 


GREER (RADIO) 
Just... get up here. 
27 INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - PILOTHOUSE - NIGHT 27 


Murphy stands over the glowing radar display with Greer. 
. © (CONTINUED) 
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GREER 
I swear it was here a minute ago. 
About ten miles to the northwest. 


Murphy checks the map, then the radar. Nothing. Greer 
checks it again. | f 


GREER (CONT'D) 
Shit. It’s gone. i 


MURPHY . 
Glitch maybe. It happens out here. 


Murphy opens the door to leave as Greer looks to the radar. 


GREER 
There! There it is! 


Murphy comes back over, looking at the screen as the CAMERA 
MOVES IN on the display, the sweep-refresh revealing a bright 
blip in the middle of nowhere. MOMENTS LATER: 


Murphy holds the radio, Epps, Jack and Dodge with them. 


MURPHY (RADIO) 
Vessel at position five sevenseven 
five north, one seven four one five 
west. This is tugboat Arctic 
Warrior whiskey alpha sierra bravo 
four zero niner two. Over. 


Oniy the HISS of white noise comes back as the radar sweeps. 


MURPHY (CONT'D) 
Vessel at five sevenseven five 
north, one seven four one five 
west, this is tugboat Arctic 
Warrior. Over. Come in. 


Again, only WHITE NOISE comes back. 


GREER 
(indicating radio) 
Call it in? 


. MURPHY | 

(studying the radar) 

Call what in? We haven’t found 
anything yet. 
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EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - RAIN - NIGHT 28 


The Arctic Warrior approaches, the CAMERA PANNING WITH IT as 
it moves past änd into... sheer darkness. 


The halogen flood lights FLARE to life, brilliantly 


illuminating the black water in front of the boat. 


INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - PILOTHOUSE - NIGHT 29 


They look into the darkness beyond the light. Murphy reaches 
for the spot control, sweeping a broad beam of light with a 
joy stick across the dark sea. Epps and Dodge have joined. 


EPPS 
Murph, what’s up? 
Murphy looks to Epps, who nods to the empty radar screen. 
l MURPHY 
(glancing at Greer) 
Must be another “glitch.” 
(to others) 
All hands on. deck watch! Dodge, 
get on the bow light. 


The crew exits, going to their watch positions outside. 


EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - NIGHT 30 
As the tug moves along, servo motors sweep the searchlight 
over the bow of the boat and into darkness. 

INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - VARIOUS - NIGHT 31 
The crew peer into the night as the flood lights sweep 
across, then back again. Only pitch black night, when 


without warning a massive wall of steel suddenly appears. 


MURPHY © GREER 


LOOK OUT! © - WHOA! 


Greer lunges for the throttle, jams it into full reverse. 


EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - TRANSOM - CONTINUOUS 32 


The SCREAMING turbines throw up a rooster tail of water as 
the boat pitches and rocks. Wake froths up from the engines. 
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EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - BOW - CONTINUOUS , 33 


Dodge is. instantaneously thrown over the tug’s BOW by the 
sudden reversal. Grabbing an errant dock line, the crewman 
swings out in front of the tug, hanging over its bow. As he 
struggles to get back aboard he looks over his shoulder only 
to see a wall of rusted steel rushing straight towards him. 
At the very last second he pulls himself up before-- 


ARCTIC WARRIOR - VARIOUS ANGLES ON CREW - CONTINUOUS 34 
The front bumpers slam into the wall with a thundering BOOM! 
The tug bounces backwards hard, the bow tipping up into the 
air, rocking from side to side. l ; 

INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - VARIOUS ANGLES ON CREW - CONTINUOUS35 
They recover, rocked by the tug’s motion, holding there. 


Each gazes up at the giant rusting prow rising above then, 
the bulk of the ship extending back into the darkness. 


GREER 
It’s a liner, a goddamn ocean 
liner. 

MUNDER 


How in the hell did something that 
size end up out here? 


MURPHY 
That’s not really our concern. 


Murphy sweeps the searchlight to reveal more of what appears 
to be a large, darkened ship, the name “ANTONIA GRAZA” 
visible above the anchor alleys. MOVE IN on Murphy. 


MURPHY (CONT'D) 
(softly) . 
‘Christ Almighty. The “Graza.” 


Murphy reaches for the mike quickly, hits the loud hailer. 


EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - CONTINUOUS 36 


The tug is dwarfed by the massive rusting hulk of the Antonia 
Graza rising ominously above it. Rain falls in light sheets. 


MURPHY (LOUD HAILER) 
This is the civilian tugboat Arctic 
Warrior. Is there anyone aboard? 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: l 36 


The quiet rumble of the tug’s turbines the only sound. 


INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - PILOTHOUSE - CONTINUOUS 37 
Greer keeps the tug at safe distance next to the huge craft. 


- MURPHY 

(loud hailer) i 
Antonia Graza, I am hove to at your 
port bow. Is there anyone aboard? 


-They wait, looking up at the silent, darkened ship under the 


glare of their lights. Epps turns to Murphy. 


EPPS 
You know her, Murphy? 


MURPHY 
Only in my dreams. 


Murphy peers up at the ship, eyes shining with excitement. 


MURPHY (CONT'D) 
“Antonia Graza,” built in ‘54, 
Ansaldo Yards, Genoa. Little 
Sister to the “Andrea Doria.” 
Italian Line couldn’t compete for 
speed, so they built floating art 
palaces instead... 


Murphy grabs a salvor’s registry, flipping through pages. 


MURPHY (CONT’D) 

(stopping at one) ne 
Lloyds reported her lost at sea, 
May 21, 1962, off the Labrador 
Coast on her way to New York. | 
No radio contact, no distress 
calls, nothing. Justgone. And 
every salvage captain and his 
mother’s been looking for her ever 
since, hoping she didn’t go down, 
that she’s still out there. 


He shuts the registry. Off the near sacred silence. 


JACK 
Forgive my ignorance, but what’s 
this mean exactly? 


EPPS 
It means, under the rules of the 
sea -~ 


(CONTINUED) 
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18. 
CONTINUED: 37 
MURPHY 
She’s ours. 
Murphy appraises the scrapes alongside the ship’s hull. 


MURPHY (CONT'D) 
Mother Nature’s given her a hell of 
a beating over the last 40 years. 
_ (nods to deck crane) 
Let’s introduce ourselves to the 
lady. 


EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - RAIN - NIGHT 38 
The wind starts to HOWL. Murphy joins Epps, Munder and 
Dodge, all wearing heavy parkas, as they climb onto the 
hydraulic deck crane on the aft deck. They are outfitted 
with talkies, big torch lites. l 
MURPHY 

Once we’re all aboard, stay close. 

No telling what shape she’s in. 
Jack shows up inan absurdly ill-fitting parka. 


EPPS 
Forget it. Not yet. 


JACK 
I have a right to see what -- 


Dodge blocks Jack’s way, gets in his face: 
© = — 77 DODGE __ 
You heard the lady, Dudley ‘Do 
Right. Wait your turn. 
Jack and Dodge hold the look of two growing. rivals. 


MURPHY 
Beam us up, Santos. 


Santos works the controls of the hydraulic deck crane. It 
Starts to RISE, WAVERING with the tug’s lolling movement. 
INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - PILOTHOUSE - CONTINUOUS 39 


Greer tries to hold the tug steady. Jack joins him. 
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EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - DECK CRANE - RAIN - NIGHT 40 


Epps, Munder, Dodge and Murphy are lifted into the air in the- 
glare of the floodlights from below. They pass the scarred 
hull, rising, their eyes glued to the upper rail’s approach. 


_EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA - FOREDECK - RAIN - NIGHT 41 


Munder and. Dodge leap down onto the deck, gathering around 
Epps and Murphy. Each taking in the sight before them. with 
their lights. 


THEIR POV - THE SHIP 


Spreading back into the darkness, blanketed by sheets of 
rain. Even under the corrosion and rust you can make out the 
details of a spectacular former glamour. Murphy’s in awe -- 


MURPHY 
Look at that. She’s an old dame, 
but underneath she’s still a beaut. 


EPPS 
Murphy, check it out-- 


Epps shines her light up into the dark, revealing a shattered | 
lifeboat clinging haplessly to a stay. 


MUNDER 
(joining them) l 
Starboard life boats äre- MIA too. 


They duck under the canted twin booms and make their way over 
twisted cables and what used to be an outdoor dance floor. 


Epps in the lead, they reach a series of heavy sliding doors. 
Epps tries one, grunts, forces a latch open and suddenly it 
Slides back perfectly, revealing a huge dark interior inside. 


They all peer into the darkness, look at each other. Beat. 


EPPS 
Ladies and gentlemen, welcome 
aboard, my name is Julie and I’ll 
be your hostess this evening on... 


Munder and Dodge start softly humming the “Love Boat” theme 
to break the tension. Epps steps in to the darkness beyond. 
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INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - PURSER’S FOYER - NIGHT . 42 


Their lights move over the former glory of the lounge, 
decorated by the mid-Century Italian artisans and designers 
in an imaginatively decadent modern style. A tarnished 
copper ceiling, peelingGiotto-style mural, ceramics, massive 
FISH TANK, sleek long BAR, card tables and moldy club chairs. 


MURPHY 
Like they just up and left. 


a EPPS 
` Should talk to these people about 
redecorating my bunk... 


MUNDER 
(calling out) 
Hey! Anybody back there! 
His voice ECHOES through the lounge. 


MUNDER (CONT’D) 
Guess not. 


`. They start to move forward when there’s a SUDDEN CHIMING -- 


MUNDER (CONT'D) 
What the -- 


EPPS 
Relax, big boy. 


Epps indicates the chandelier above them with her light, 
Swaying as the wind SINGS in through the open door. 


MURPHY- 
Let’s find the bridge. 


Murphy indicates a companionway. ‘They head for it. 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - CREW CORRIDOR - MOMENTS LATER 43 


They climb a staircase in a long, darkened passage. Their 
footsteps kicking up clouds of corrosion dust. They come to- 
a hatchway. Epps shines her light down the long, dark 
passage. Murphy moves on in the lead. 
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INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - CREW CORRIDOR - MOMENTS LATER 44 


Their lights shine in the claustrophobic passage. They come 


.to a closed hatch at the end. Murphy steps forward. He 


reaches for the hatch wheel. It won’t turn. Epps joins him. 
It .finally gives with a heavy CLANK and Murphy pushes on the 
door, letting it swing open with a long, RUSTY CREAKING right 
out of a “B” horror movie. Epps and Murphy trade a grin.- 


EPPS 
After you. 


Murphy steps through, followed by Epps and Dodge, then Munder 
WHO PLUNGES 


Through the rusting metal deck as it collapses beneath his 
feet. Munder flails his arms as he falls, SCREAMING out -- 


MUNDER 
Ahh! 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - GRAND BALLROOM CEILING - CONTINUOUS 45 


MUNDER 


And he’s about to drop thirty feet to his death when -- 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - CREW CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS — 46 
EPPS . . 


Grabs his arm from above, Munder’s desperate face visible | 
through the hole in the deck like he’s in quicksand. 


i MUNDER - 
Christ! 


EPPS 
Hang on, Munder -- 


But something gives and the decking collapses all around her. 
DODGE 
Epps! 
Dodge tackles Epps’ legs before she’s pulled down with Munder 
through the widening rust hole in the deck. Murphy comes to 


Dodge’s side, grabs him with one hand, using the hatchway as 
leverage to hold them there like an anchor. 
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INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - GRAND BALLROOM CEILING - CONTINUOUS 47 


EPPS, TWIRLING, UPSIDE-DOWN - HOLDING MUNDER 


And straining with all her might to grip on to him... when 
she sees something... Just as she turns... At the far end of 
the lounge... alone in a doorway, peering up at her is -- 


KATIE 


Epps twists around to get another look but -- 


KATIE’S GONE 


If she was even ever there at all. Strong hands reach down -- 


; DODGE 
Hold on! 


She’s dragged upwards into the hole back to the corridor 
above, Munder following her upwards, grabbed from above. 

INT. ANTONIA GRAZA — CREW CORRIDOR - NIGHT | 48 
The four recover, on the floor. They look up at each other. 
They’ re all completely coated in orange dust, faces, clothes, 


everything. They hold a look and start to LAUGH, relieved. 


MUNDER 
How come Epps ain’t laughin’ ? 


Epps forces a shaky smile, completely freaked out. 


' DODGE E ; 
You alright? 


Epps isn’t about to share what she’s seen with them yet. 


EPPS 
Little spooked, that’s all. 


They leap over the rust hole, moving down the corridor 
carefully, as if they’re going over a field of land mines. 


HOLD on Epps, looking over her shoulder back at the hole. 


49. 


23. 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - BRIDGE - NIGHT 49 


They enter the bridge, Shining their lights on what was a 
State-of-the-art command center in the 1950’s, now covered 
with a thick coat of dust and corrosion. Murphy searches the 
charts. Dodge flips the dormant power switches, radar. 


Munder spins the rudder wheel, looks to the still compass. 


MUNDER 
Not responding. 


Dodge wipes dust off fuel level panels. They’re all empty. 
He looks to the dual throttle controls still on “Massimo.” 


DODGE 
She must have ran on full until she 
was bone dry. 


Murphy pokes his head in the RADIO ROOM, sees that the 50's 
era com equipment is rusted, vacuum tubes cracked. 


- MURPHY 
Epps, help me find the log, any 
documentation: you can find -- 
(beat) i 


Epps! 
She snaps to, dazed, riffling through the engineers’ table. 


DODGE 
Check this out-- 


Dodge lifts something small and gleaming to the light. 


, MUNDER. k 
A watch. That’s gotta be worth at 
least five cents, Dodge --- ; 


l DODGE 

Look again, you moron. It’s 
digital. Which, correct me if I’m 
wrong -- : l 


EPPS 
They didn’t have back in 1962. 


They all hold an apprehensive, maybe paranoid look. 


MURPHY . 
So we’re not the first ones to 
board this ship.. But she’s ours, 
isn’t she? 


(MORE) 
(CONTINUED) 
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- CONTINUED: . ; 49 
MURPHY (CONT'D) 
Fittings alone have got to be worth 
several million, at least. 
Murphy puts an armful of maps, ship’s data into a bag. 
MURPHY (CONT'D) 
Let’s get a couple hours sleep, 
prep her to tow at dawn before we 
come across any more surprises. 
As they exit, under her breath, her eyes on the lookout -- 
EPPS 
A-men to that. 
EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA - FOREDECK - RAIN - NIGHT 50 


Dodge helps Epps onto the wavering tug’s deck crane. HOLD on 
Epps, who lingers for a beat, turning back towards the ship, 
shining her light over the wreckage on the foredeck, 
searching for something -- 


MURPHY 
Epps! Look alive. 


She turns, reaching for Murphy’s outstretched hand as she’s 
hauled aboard the deck crane which starts to descend. 


INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - CREW QUARTERS - NIGHT 51 


The boarding party cleans up; Greer, Jack, Santos look on. 
Jack picks up on Epps’ uneasy emotional state. 


JACK 
Any sign,. of what might have 
happened? How it got here? 


- MOVE ACROSS the boarding party’s faces, shaking heads. 


GREER 
Hell of a question, that’s for 
sure. Out here by her lonesome. 


Silence. Murphy pops himself a coke, sits down. 


MURPHY 
Ever hear of the Mary Celeste? 
She was a two-masted brigantine 
sailing out of New York in 1872. 
One day she was sighted off the 
coast of Portugal, completely 
deserted. No mention of trouble in 
the log. 


(MORE) i 
(CONTINUED) 
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25. 
CONTINUED: 51 
MURPHY (CONT'D) 
The table was even. set for dinner. 
And in the nine days after her last 
entry, she’d sailed 700 miles 
without anyone aboard. 


DODGE 
A ghost ship. 


The crew half smiles at the thought. Epps doesn’t. 


SANTOS 
So what’s our plan, Captain? 


MURPHY 
What it’s always been. Tie her up 
and bring her home. 


SANTOS 
One tug, pulling a liner? That’1l 
take weeks, even if this weather 
holds. And the Warrior, she’s not 
what she used to be --. 


GREER 
We could set her at anchor, come 
back with two, three tugs. 


Dodge, who’s been playing with the digital watch in hand -- 


DODGE . 
And let some Russian trawler come 
upon her, snatch her up? No way. 


MURPHY 
I ‘checked her anchors anyway. 
They’re gone. All four of ‘em. 
_.. (beat) 
We’re a salvage boat. We tow at 
first light. 


EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR ~ PILOTHOUSE —- LATE NIGHT 52 
Jack exits with a parka in hand, goes over to a figure 
staring out at the black form of the Graza. Epps, shivering, 


turns, sensing Jack’s approach -- 


EPPS 
Hey. 


Jack offers her the parka. She takes it, surprised. 


EPPS (CONT'D) 
Thanks. 


(CONTINUED) 


52 


CONTINUED: 


26. 
52 


Jack lights a cigarette with his lighter. 


He offers 
hands the 


He offers 


JACK 
You've barely said a word since you 
came back. Everything okay? 

EPPS 
Yeah, sure. 


her the cigarette. Beat, she takes a long drag, 
cigarette back to Jack with an oblique grin. >- 


EPPS (CONT'D) 
Boy do I miss that... 


JACK 
You seem... 


her another drag. She declines. Eyes on the sea. 
EPPS 


Thought I saw something over there, 
I couldn’t possibly have seen. 


JACK 

What? 
EPPS a 

It’s crazy. It doesn’t matter. 
JACK 

C’mon. Really. I’m curious. 
EPPS 

(unsure) 


I thought I saw a little girl. 


JACK 
A girl? 


p EPPS 
Yeah. Looking at me. 


Embarrassed, Epps makes a “cuckoo” motion. Jack smiles. 


Epps nods. 


JACK 
Flying over the ice for hours and 
hours on end, same thing would 
happen. I’d see weird assshit, 
like a mirage, and then it'd be 
gone. Like a dream, you know? 


Somehow this makes her feel a little more sane. 


(CONTINUED) 


"27. 
52 | CONTINUED: (2) . 52 


EPPS 
Speaking of which... we should be 
dreamin’ right now. 
(turns, passing Jack) 
‘Night then. 


l JACK 
Good-night. 

53 EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA - DAWN 53 
The tug is tied alongside the Antonia Graza, whose dark hull 
stretches off for more than 700 feet. 

54 EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - DAWN 54 
A dawning red sky. The cables extend from the Antonia 
Graza’s twin anchor alleys into the water, coming up at the 
tow anchor on the tug’s stern. Greer works the tug’s cable 
winch, as Dodge, Epps, Santos and Munder stand by. 

GREER 
(talkie) 
Alright, skipper, real easy. 
55 INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - PILOTHOUSE — DAWN 55 


Murphy slowly throttles up, moving the tug forward. | Jack 
watching as the Antonia Graza drops back. behind them. 


JACK 
How much are we towing? 


' MURPHY 
30, 40 thousand tons, minimum. 
56 EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - CONTINUOUS 56 


The tug moves away from the Antonia Graza as they look on. 


57 INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - PILOTHOUSE ~ CONTINUOUS : 57 
Murphy holds the helm steady as the Antonia Graza recedes. 


GREER (V.O./TALKIE) 
Steady as she goes. 
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EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - CONTINUOUS 58 
The tow cables begin to rise in their wake. 

GREER 

(talkie) 
Throttle back. 

The tug slows as the cables rise slowly from the water. 
i GREER (CONT’ D) 
More. l 


(a beat, watching) 
More. 


The tug just creeps along, as the massive cables rise 
entirely out of the water, the slack pulling out. 

EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA - CONTINUOUS 59 
Some fifty yards behind the tug, the tow cables come taut in 
the anchor alleys of the Antonia .Graza. 

INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - PILOTHOUSE - CONTINUOUS . 60 
Murphy holds the throttle. 


GREER (V.O. /TALKIE) 
Right there, skipper. Right there. 


Murphy eases the throttle and the turbines rise in pitch. 


EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA - CONTINUOUS: i 61 


As the tow cables. stretch and the bow inches forward. The 


giant ship CREAKS AND MOANS as if in protest. 


INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - PILOTHOUSE - CONTINUOUS 62 


Murphy smiles as he looks back at the ship pulled forward. 


EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - CONTINUOUS i 63 


The tug is kicking up a foaming wake as Greer lets out a 
hoot, exchanging high fives with the others in triumph-- 
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INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - PILOTHOUSE - CONTINUOUS 64 


Murphy looks at their progress, eyes narrowing as he checks 
the RPM’s/pressure gauges on his instrument panel rising. 


MURPHY 
(to himself) 
She’s draggin’ ass -- 
(talkie) 
Greer! 


EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - CONTINUOUS 65 


Greer lifts his talkie to respond when the turbines start to 
WHINE and SCREECH against what is now the shifting weight of-- 


. MUNDER l 
Holy shit would you look at that. 


THE ANTONIA GRAZA HEELS SLOWLY 


To the starboard side like a wounded animal, revealing a deep 
gash under the waterline Water seeps out of the gasħ.. 


DODGE 
She’s been hit. 


INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - PILOTHOUSE - CONTINUOUS 66 


.Murphy slams the throttle back as he hears turbines GROAN. 


MURPHY 
(talkie) 
All stop! 


But he’s a second too late as an EXPLOSIVE THUD comes from 
the engine room below-decks -- 

EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - CONTINUOUS 67 
Another LOUD THUMP BLOWS out of the turbine vents, showering 
oil over the deck and the crew. Santos and Greer rush to —- 
INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - ENGINE ROOM - CONTINUOUS 68 


Oil spurts from blown seals. Santos reaches into the guts of 
the turbine, trying to stem the gushing oil. 
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EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - STERN - CONTINUOUS . 69 


Murphy joins the remaining crew, covered with oil. All eyes 
go from the’ smoking engine room vents to the slack tow lines 
to the Antonia Graza, setting in the water. Silence -- 


EPPS 
(nods to Graza) 
Looks like the entire forward 
bulkheads are flooded. Gotta be 
doubling her drag. 


Murphy POUNDS the pilothouse wall, furious with himself. 


MURPHY 
Should have noticed how goddamn low 
she was sitting. 


Greer and Santos appear, totally covered in oil. 


MURPHY (CONT’ D) 
Well? 


GREER 
Main gaskets are blown, left 
turbine’s totally fucked up. 


Santos holds a twisted turbine rotor. 


: MURPHY 
Can you fix it??? 


SANTOS 
Couple days, maybe more. 


. MURPHY . 
Damn. Get us up and running here, 
soon as you can. Ty 
(to Epps) 
We’ll go over, see what it’ll take 
to patch her up. 


Epps sees the tow lines going taut, then rising, rising -- 


EPPS 
Uh, Murph. 


Murphy feels movement himself, turns and sees that the huge 
bulk of the drifting AntoniaGraza is now towing them 
Slowly. The others notice a growing intensity in Murphy’s 
gaze. 


(CONTINUED) 
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es 
CONTINUED: : 69 


MURPHY 
(facing the boat) 
Give it up, girl. You’re coming 
with us: 


OMIT i . 70 


EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - DECK - RAIN - DAY l 71 


Epps pulls off her diving gear as the others gather around 
Murphy. Murphy’s running the video Epps has just shot. 


MURPHY 
Hole’s about ten by twenty, tore 
into the collision bulkhead 
adjoining the main engine room. 


The video shows a gash, guts of the ship within visible. 


MURPHY (CONT'D) 
Berg? 


EPPS 
Negative. Rock frags in the hull. 


On video, small glinting pieces of ROCK in the heavy plating. 


EPPS (CONT’D) 
Looks like she was hit recent. 


Dodge: catches Jack giving Epps’ body a glance as she pulls 
off her wet suit. Jack catches Dodge catching him. 


MURPHY 
(nodding) 
‘Within the past month or so. 


Murphy consults the map of the Strait Jack gave him. All 
eyes go to the small island chain that’s in the projected 
path of the Antonia Graza and the marked: contact coordinates. 


There are nautical warning signs all around the island -chain. 


l MURPHY (CONT'D) 

That nasty chain’s about sixty 
miles westerly, nothing but jagged 
rock and a couple thousand seals. 
My guess is, the Graza’s been 
caught in this current loop here 
for God knows how long-- 


(CONTINUED) 
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32. 
CONTINUED: 71 


Murphy draws several circles on the map, using Jacks prior 
contact positions and their location. 


MURPHY (CONT'D) 
She’s been getting closer and _ 
closer to this island group, must 
have hit one the last time ‘round. 


GREER 
Next time? 


Murphy calculates the ship’s drift, bringing it on a 
collision course with the island chain. 


MUNDER 
Ouch. 


JACK 
What’s that give us? 


MURPHY 
Three, four days, maybe ta25 if the 
weather changes. 

(nods to Graza) 
Epps, take your gear aboard, see 
what it’s going to take to patch 
her up, bail her out. 


i EPPS 
No problem. 


GREER 
Do we let Coast Guard know our 
position? 


. MURPHY f 
Hold off on that until we 
absolutely need to. Don’t want any 
unexpected partners. Santos, ETA? 


SANTOS 
Working on it, skipper. 


MURPHY 
Work harder, goddamnit, Santos! 
(eyes on map) 
Or none of us is going to make it 
past those islands. 


Santos nods, eying Murphy. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
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EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA - HULL - RAIN - NIGHT 72 


Salvage gear’s being off-loaded from the Zodiac, tethered to 
the Antonia Graza. This includes thick rolls of metallic 
kevlar patching material, pumps, generators and SCUBA gear. 


EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA - FOREDECK - RAIN - NIGHT - 73 


Greer and Murphy have put one of the ship’s two forward booms 
into use, jerry-rigging the cables with one of their winches. 
Greer works the winch, Murphy at the railing, guiding the 
cable with his hands as a load of gear rises. Murphy -- 


Wipes the rain from his eyes, notices his hands are dark red. 
He looks from his hands to the boom cable he’s been holding, 

sees that the rain’s mixed with something brown on the cable. 
Puzzled, Murphy wipes his hands, puts it out of his head. 


Jack helps Munder and Epps off-load a net’s worth of gear. 
Jack takes several acetylene welding tanks, dropping one 
accidentally near rolls of industrial hose. 


MUNDER 
Careful with those, willya? I’m 
too gorgeous to die young. 


Jack nods, making sure the tanks: can’t roll or move. He 
watches as Epps carefully sets a locked metallic suitcase- 
sized box marked “C-4, Explosives” off to the side. 


JACK 
What’s that for? 


Epps pushes her palms together, demonstrating. 


. MURPHY 
. There’s thousands of pounds of 
water pressure on each bulkhead 
door, so if we have to open one -- 
(nods C-4 explosives) 
May need help from our friend C-4. - 


LATER: 


Murphy, Jack, Dodge, Munder and Greer are gathered with their 
gear, doing a talkie check around Epps, who has a ship’s map 
of the boat’s layout. A hole has been drawn where the gash 
below the waterline was seen. 


(CONTINUED) 
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73 CONTINUED: . 73 


EPPS 
You know the drill. We do a 
complete recon, make sure there 
aren’t more tears or surprises, 
then we patch and pump -- 


MURPHY 
Greer. You, me. 


Greer nods. Dodge moves towards Epps instinctively. 


MUNDER 
Don’t do that to me, bro. 


Munder moves by Dodge’s side, leaving Epps and -Jack. 


EPPS 

Munder and Dodge, you start aft. 
Murphy, take Greer amidships, Jack 
and I’ll haul the patchwork down 
the fore and work our way back 
towards the center. 

(lifting talkie) 
Hail me if you find anything. 


They split up, Dodge shooting a look at Jack over his 
shoulder as he heads off with Epps. 


74 EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA - CREW CORRIDOR - NIGHT 74 


Epps hefts rolls of kevlar, sets them down with SCUBA gear 
next to the pool. She heads back for another load when -- 


75 INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - POOL / GYMNASIUM - NIGHT f 75` 


She stops in the doorway, something catching her eye. In the 
bottom of the ship’s empty pool, ornately decorated with a 
mosaic of heavenly images from Dante’s Paradiso, are small 
holes. Hundreds of them. She approaches the pool’s edge, 
climbs down the rusted ladder into the empty tank. 


Epps draws a fish knife from her belt, bends down and 
dislodges something gleaming from a hole in the plastered 
bottom. She holds up a bullet, stares at the dozens of 
similar bullet marks andstrafings pocking the bottom. 


EPPS 
What the... 


76 BEHIND KATIE - LOOKING DOWN l 76 


At Epps bent by the pool bottom, oblivious to her presence. 
(CONTINUED) 
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35. 
CONTINUED: . | 75 


-Epps,. eyes glued to the pool bottom, reaches for the railing 


and starts to climb, ‘head swiveling to look upwards when +- 


The rusted laddér snaps, sending Epps backwards. She falls, 
hitting her elbow painfully. A figure looms above her. 


JACK (0.S.) 
Epps? 


Epps looks up, pulling herself up off the pool bottom. Jack 
stands at the edge of the pool above her. 


, JACK (CONT'D) 
You alright? 


Several drops of blood from Epps’ elbow land on the mosaic. 
JACK (CONT’ D) 
(smiles) 
Odd time for a dip. 


Jack reaches down. Epps grabs his hand, pulls herself up and 
out of the pool. She shows Jack the bullet. 


EPPS 
Take a look. Whole bottom’s 
riddled with them. 
Jack peers over her shoulder at the pool bottom. © 


HIGH REVERSE ON EPPS - POOL BOTTOM - BLOOD 


_Spurts up from the bullet holes pocking the mosaic but Epps | 


can’t see any of it, her back to the pool behind her 


‘JACK n 
You think some moron used the 
bottom for target practice? 


THE BLOOD STARTS TO RISE 
And we make out something from aHieronymus Bosch painting, 


the squirming writhe of hundreds of bodies drowning, 
flailing, struggling to escape, mouths open in a silent 


‘scream of protest. They rise with the blood’s ascent -- 


EPPS 
That’s the happy version. 


JACK 
The not so happy version? 


EPPS 
There were people in that pool. 


(CONTINUED) | 
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36. 
CONTINUED: (2) - 75 


A bloody ARM reaches for Epps from behind her, lunging out of 
the blood and about to grab her hair in its grasp-- , 


JACK 
C'mon. 


Jack, who gives no indication that.he sees what’s in the 
pool, guides Epps away from the pool at the very last second. 
The hand swipes past Epps, missing her. Epps throws a quick 
glance back at the empty pool as they make their exit. 


JACK - (CONT'D) 
Let’s take a look at that elbow -- 
INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - ENGINE ROOM - NIGHT i 77 


Grumbling to. himself in Spanish, Santos disassembles one of 
the big diesel engines, the parts lying all over the floor. 


SANTOS 
(mimicking Murphy) 
“This ain’t no democracy.” 
Santos shoots a glance at the photo of his fiance propped up. 
SANTOS (CONT’D) 
Hang in there, preciosa. 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - VARIOUS - NIGHT 78 


As the three pairs make their way into the ship. . Notice 
Epps’ elbow is bandaged. As they go deeper inside the ship, 


the ambient light becomes dim and murky. 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - CORRIDOR - NIGHT 79 


Murphy pauses by door marked in Italian “Captain.” He 
motions to Greer for Greer to move on, enters the cabin. 


INT. CAPTAIN’S CABIN - NIGHT. 80- 


Murphy peers around the ornate quarters of the boat’s 
Captain. A Salvatore Fiume rendering of the ship against one 
wall. A bunk, neatly made, crumbling silk pajamas laid out 
for bed. A desk, paperwork neatly arranged on top. Ship's 
radio. A small bar with crystal glasses by the desk. 


(CONTINUED) 
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Murphy looks up at the tarnished silver frames of the PHOTOS. 
He rubs dust, making out the CAPTAIN of the ship with his 
family, various dignitaries, busting a bottle of champagne at 
the “Antonia Graza’ s” christening. 


HOLD on Murphy, somehow feeling his own fate tied to all of 
this. He almost instinctively looks up out a porthole -- 


To the Arctic Warrior rocking in the waves, attached to the 
Graza by a line like an umbilical cord. Murphy turns, is 
about to exit when his eyes spot -- 


A crystal glass on the desk next to the bar. Murphy does a 
double-take, could swear the glasswasn’t there before He 
approaches the glass, sees that there’s a finger of -- 


Whiskey inside, rocking with the Graza’s gentle sway. Murphy 
frowns, looks at the bottle in the bar. “Maker’s Mark, 


' 1942.” Murphy lifts the glass in near disbelief, sniffing 


the liquid within. It smells wonderful. Murphy deliberates, 
allows himself a quick taste. It’s the real deal alright. 


He catches a glimpse of his reflection in the mirror. 


MURPHY 
What the hell youdoin’, Murphy? 


Murphy pours the glass of whiskey onto the floor, exits. 


INT. SHAFT ALLEY - NIGHT 81 


Dodge jumps down into the shaft alley where the ship’s 
massive propeller shaft hangs suspended above him. He finds 
he’s knee deep in water. Munder joins him, flashlights on. 


DODGE 
(talkie) 
Epps, we got about a foot of water 
in the aft propeller shaft. Looks 
like it’s rising steadily. 


Dodge doesn’t get a response from the talkie, jiggles it. 


DODGE (CONT'D) 
Not getting through. 


Munder has reached a big hatch. He works the wheel, swings. 
it open, releasing a barrage of waist-high water. 
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INT. ENGINE ROOM - NIGHT 82 


They shine their lights inside, revealing the massive diesel 
burners positioned inside the three story engine room floor. 


DODGE 
(talkie) . 
Engine room's flooded too. Epps? 


Dodge smacks the talkie, jiggles it again, only gets STATIC. 
They shine their lights over the giant pistons above. i 


INT. CORRIDOR - ELEVATOR AREA - NIGHT : 83 


Greer shines his light down a deep elevator shaft, doors 
propped open. Suddenly, Greer freezes. 


He HEARS something. Echoing from down the corridor. It’s 
barely perceptible at first. Building to a woman’s VOICE 
singing out softly, the haunting melody from “Senza Fini.” 


GREER 
Uh, uh. No frickin’ way. 


Greer turns and follows the sound down the corridor and up a 
flight of stairs. He runs, like he could catch the sound. 


. GREER (CONT'D) 
(talkie) 
Murphy, come in! You’re notgonna 
believe this. 


Only STATIC comes from the talkie. Greer chugs along. 


GREER (CONT’ D) 
Murphy? Come in! Anybody? 


More STATIC. Greer moves forward; the MUSIC growing louder. 


He starts to run, the MUSIC BUILDING and he pushes through 
double-doors and reaches the corridor just outside the -- 


INT. GRAND BALLROOM - NIGHT l © 84 


~- and comes. running inside, turning to the stage and the 
empty mic standing there but the music’s stopped entirely. 


HOLD on Greer, freaked. He sees that the ballroom’s 


absolutely empty, goes up to the stage, spots an ashtray with 
an old cigarette butt on the piano, red lipstick on the end. 


(CONTINUED) 
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Greer steps off the stage, looks to a program on the wall. 

An old announcement of that evening’s performer. He wipes 

the dust from a photo of the torch singer, all early 1960’s 
mod glamour. Greer reads her name off the announcement. 


GREER 
(reading) 
“Francesca Rimina.” That’s some 
booty you got on, Francesca. 


Greer shakes his head vigorously -- not.seeing the curtain 
behind the band sway as ifsomeone, or some thing, is moving 
quickly past behind him Greer turns, looks around, nothing. 


INT. FORWARD SECTION OF SHIP - VARIOUS - NIGHT 85 


As Epps and Jack make their way downward. The sound of WATER 
below. She and Jack reach a stairwell. 


INT. FORWARD STAIRWELL — SUB-DECK - NIGHT 86 


Epps and Jack head down a stairwell. The bottom is flooded. 
Epps shines her light against the waterline, can see that the’ 
water level is almost perceptiblyrising. 


INT. FORWARD SECTION — CORRIDOR - SUB-DECK - NIGHT 87 


Epps and Jack, lights on, wade their way forward. At the far 
end of the hallway, they can just make out with their lights 
a WATER-TIGHT HATCHWAY that looks like it’s about to burst 
with pressure. Jets of WATER shoot. from its seal. 


“EPPS 
‘Damn. 


f JACK 
What? 


Epps consults the map of the ship’s layout with her light. 


i EPPS 
Entire forward hold from here-- 
(motions on map) 
To the collision bulkhead must be 
flooded. Have to go at the break 
in the hull from the engine room. 


Epps turns to head back through the water when a distended 


-arm Swings up out of the water smacking into Epps’ face. 


(CONTINUED) 
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EPPS (CONT’ D) 
Ah! 


Epps recoils, grabs the attacking arm which comes off a body 
like a turkey leg at Thanksgiving, all rotten water-soaked 
flesh. Epps gags, flies back up against the wall, light 
shining on‘her assailant which proves to be a -- 


Body floating in the water, turning up to reveal a horribly 
bloated sailor’s face. His eyes frozen in absolute terror. 


JACK 
Epps! 


Epps and Jack back away from the body, throat cut. Epps 
comes knocking into a second corpse behind hey its arms 
rigid and outstretched and Epps turns to flee and there are . 
other bodies surrounding them, converging on them. 


EPPS 
C'mon! 


Jack grabs her hand. Together, the two of them fight their 
way through the logjam of horrifically bloated bodies to a 
step on what used to be a stairwell. They recover, staring 
at the bodies, drenched and wet; Jack heaves. 


EPPS (CONT'D) 
(talkie) 
Murph! Where the hell are you??? 


She only gets STATIC. Epps curses the talkie, turns to Jack 
who’s wiping his mouth, eyes glued to the bodies. 


JACK 
How long have they...?. 
EPPS 
Not long. We gotta find the 
others. 
INT. CORRIDOR - SUB-DECK - NIGHT 88 


Jack and Epps have stopped, deliberating about which way to 
go next. Jack motions to a doorway -- 


JACK 
Let’s try this way. 
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INT. FORWARD SECTION - SUB-DECK - PASSAGE - NIGHT 89 


Epps and Jack move into a narrowing passage, piping and 
machinery ducts winding their way down the length of the 
ship. Finally, the passage opens into another compartment. 


INT. SUB-DECK — CARGO HOLDS - NIGHT | 90 


Epps and Jack move through the vast cargo holds, crates and 
boxes stowed behind gates. They pass a rotting canvas drape. 
Jack pulls it back to reveal a Ferrari 250. 


JACK 
‘58 Testa Rossa. 


Except for a coat of dust, it is perfectly preserved. Epps 
looks on as Jack gets behind the wheel, plants his hands on 
the steering wheel, thrilled. 


JACK (CONT'D) 
I had dreams about this exact car 
since I was a kid in Toronto... 


EPPS ; 
(nods back passageway 
Those guys back there probably had 
the ‘same dreams... C’mon. 
(motions for them to go) 


Epps heads along the cargo holds when she stops, shining her 
light where the protective mesh has been ripped down. She 
shines her light on a metal door, a giant safe that’s open, 
twisted as though blown back by some explosive force 


EPPS (CONT'D) 
What’s this? 


INSIDE THE WALK-IN SAFE - EPPS PEERS 


At clutter, shelving and debris inside. Half-burnt bags of 
mail marked “U.S.A.” Epps opens one of the bags, sees 
envelopes addressed to people all over the U.S. when -- 


JACK . - 
Check those out. In back: 


Jack motions with his light to something he’s seen. At the 
back of the safe in the darkness lie steel lockboxes, each 
the size of a coffin. Each has a heavy lock. One of the 
locks is busted open, the lock’s hinge swaying with the -- 
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Boat’s movement. Epps carefully reaching for the hinge. She 
lifts the lockbox lid, shines her light inside as a.dozen 
rats pop out, flying into her face: Epps recoils -- 


. EPPS 
Ahh! 
She bats them away. The rats scurry off down the corridor. 
EPPS (CONT'D) 
(moving away). 


We gotta find the others -- 


` Jack isn’t listening, his light illuminating row upon row of 
gold kilogram bars packed tightly inside the lockbox. * 


JACK 
My God... 


Epps sees the gold, reaches in, lifts a heavy bar to the 


light. It’s completely untouched by the years. She shines 
her light down the row of bars that must be ten deep. 


INT. MIDSHIPS SECTION - CORRIDOR - NIGHT l 91 


Moving with a sense of urgency, Epps and Jack head down the 
hall. Epps calls out, cupping her hands to her mouth -- 


EPPS 
Murphy! Greer! 


: JACK 
Anybody! 


They turn a corner, moving on when suddenly Epps hears O.S. a 
high-pitched, distended voice that freezes her heartbeat -- 


VOICE (SOMEWHERE) 
Maaaaaaaureeeeeeen. 


Epps freezes. Jack freezes. They hold a look. 


JACK 
Maureen? 


EPPS 
(beat) , ; 
Maureen’s my first name. 


They step forward when it comes to them again, a high 
pitched, strained voice from somewhere nearby -- 
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VOICE (0.S.) 
Maureen. 
Epps spins in time to see a pair of double-doors swaying 
slightly, as if someone’s just passed through. Epps motions. 
“Let’s follow it.” She and Jack move stealthily forward. 


Then she hears it again, coming from inside the double-doors. 


VOICE (0.S.) (CONT'D) 
Heeeeeelp meeeeeee. 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - GALLEY - NIGHT 92 


Epps flies in the kitchen, followed by Jack. They look 


around the giant industrial kitchen where platters with what 
used to be a main course lay waiting to be served. 


Epps and Jack move stealthily through the kitchen, passing a 
chopping block of knives, ovens, refrigerators -- 


VOICE (O.S) 
Help... 


Epps sees the open walk-in freezer, door slightly ajar. She 
opens the door with a CREAK, steps inside, light shining. 
INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - WALK-IN FREEZER - NIGHT 93 
What used to be giant meat carcasses SWING from meat hooks. 
Epps steps inside, eyes wide, shining her light over bones. 


She creeps tentatively through the maze of bones and hooks -- 


. EPPS 
Who’s there??? 
Without warning meat. bones SWING FORWARD into Epps and she’s 
suddenly engulfed with bones and beyond-maggoty jerky and 
she’s SCREAMING out when there’s a hysterical burst of -- 


LAUGHTER from within as Munder and Dodge flick. on their 
flashlights where they’ve hidden at the back. 


MUNDER 
Maureeeeeeeeeeeeeceeen ! 
INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - GALLEY - NIGHT 94 


Epps comes striding out of the freezer, pissed. Munder and x 
Dodge follow, each of them about to die with laughter. 
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MUNDER 
If you -- coulda seen the look on 
your face, Epps-- if youcoulda -- 


DODGE . 
Sorry. Couldn’t resist, Epps. We 
heard you guys talking last night. 
MUNDER 
(imitating Epps) 
“I saw a little girl. Staring at 
me.” Oooooooooococooooh! - 


EPPS 
Ha, ha. That’s real fucking funny. 


But even Epps has to smile a little. But it’s a hard smile. 


EPPS (CONT'D) 
-You wanna know something funnier? 


MUNDER . 
Sure, Epps, go girl-- 

EPPS 
There are five fresh corpses 
rotting down in the cargo hold. 


MUNDER 
Ha, ha. 


. EPPS . 
Which, by the way, contains what 
-has to be a fortune in gold. 


- DODGE 
Right. 


Epps tosses a gold bar onto the huge cutting board. Beat, as 
Munder and Dodge’s jaws go slack. Epps grins. 


EPPS _ 
How come you ain’t laughin’? 
INT. FORWARD CARGO HOLD ~ NIGHT 95 


The sailors’ corpses have been dragged in here, covered with 
blankets next to the Ferrari. Epps and Greer eye them as -- 


INSIDE SAFE - MURPHY 
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Uses a thick crowbar to BREAK open a second lockbox. He 
busts the lock, Dodge lifting the lid to reveal more gold 
within. MOVE ACROSS their faces, eyes on the bars inside. 


MURPHY 
By the sweet baby Jesus... 


Murphy breaks open the next lockbox, then the rest. Each is 
filled with gold bars. Murphy grabs hold of one -~ 


MURPHY (CONT'D) | 
Help me move this one. 


It takes all six of them to just barely slide the ondlockbox 
out of the safe into the corridor. They just stare at it. 
Munder WHISTLES low under his breath. They are dumbstruck. 


DODGE 
How much you figure that’s worth, 
skipper? 


MURPHY 
Hard to say. That’s alot of gold 
in there. Hundred million? Five 
hundred million? More? 


GREER 
Why wasn’t this in the Lloyd’s i 
registry? Lockboxes with half Fort 
Knox in ‘em is a lot of gold for 
somebody to let float away! 


JACK 
Maybe this has got something to do 
with it. 


Jack has been examining a gold bar, holds it up so they can 
‘all see that the bank markings have been filed down. 


JACK (CONT’D) 
Markings’ re filed down. 


DODGE 
So? : 


JACK 
So, maybe somebody didn’t want this 
gold traceable. 


EPPS 
You’re saying it might be stolen? 


JACK 
I’d say it’s a-good guess. 
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. DODGE 7 

You’ re quite the expert, aren't 
you, Canuck? Picked that one right 
up aS you were `boht” and “aboot.” 


JACK 
I know what I see, Dodge. 


A beat as they hold there. Murphy nods to the blown safe. 


MURPHY 
Smart money says this had 
everything to do with why this ship 
disappeared off the face of the 
earth May 21, 1962. 


_ DODGE 
Cargo like this could make a crew 
think twice. 


MURPHY 
That it could. 


Beat. All eyes shift to the dead sailors. 


MUNDER 
My head’s gettin’ all twisted. If 
the gold had something to do with 
1962, what were these dead guys 
doing here now? 


EPPS 
(beat) 
Maybe same thing we are. 


DODGE 
Having the same conversation. 


_. GREER 
Which apparently -- 


EPPS 
. Didn’t go well. 


DODGE 
Maybe they’re not the only ones who 
have come on board in the last 
forty years... 
He glances at the digital watch he now wears. 
DODGE (CONT'D) 
How many bodies could be -- 
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MURPHY 
Take it down a notch, Dodge. 


Greer’s eyes shift to the dead sailors’ bodies, hesitant. 


GREER 

Somebody’ s gotta say it, -might as 
well be me. This ship is fucked 

up. Earlier, call me crazy, but-- ` 

(beat) 

I could swear I heard a woman’s 
voice, singing to me, almost like 
she was, well, coming on to me. 


_ DODGE 
You gotta lay off that herb, Greer. 


' GREER 
` That’s the God’s truth. The 
sexiest voice I’ve ever heard -- 


MUNDER 
So lemme get this straight, you got 
some babe after you, Epps isseein’ 
Caspar the friendly girl, anybody 
else want to share? 


. DODGE 

This is when the smart money says 
stop askin’ questions, get the boat 
going, grab the gold -- 


MUNDER 
And get the fuck -- 


GREER 
Out of here. 


MURPHY ' 
(nods to ship’s walls) 
Epps, can we save her? 


EPPS 
Maybe. 


MUNDER 
Why, so you can bring your trophy 
-in, show everybody how great you 
are??? C'mon! 


MURPHY 
She’s a work of art -- 
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. MUNDER 
She’s a piece of shit! 


- DODGE 
We got a fortune in gold, Murph. I 
think we can afford to, uh, leave 
the sinking art museum behind and 
the couple mil in fittings behind. 


JACK 
I’m with the smart money. 


Even Dodge has to agree with Jack. HOLD on Murphy. 
MURPHY 
Always said this operation wasn’t a 
democracy, but all of a sudden... 
(eyes on the gold) . 
I’m feeling quite the democrat. 
As if to punctuate his words the ship’s weight SHIFTS to one 
Side, canting the decks so thelockbox SLIDES into the dead 
bodies. Our crew recover their sea legs, hold a grim look. 
EPPS 
Ditto. 
96 EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA - FORWARD DECK ~ NIGHT 96 


The five bodies, now wrapped in plastic and weighted, are 
dropped into the ocean by a solemn Epps, Murphy and Dodge. 


The salvage gear/generators/pumps/explosives case are stacked 


neatly nearby, ready to be off-loaded back onto the A.W. no 


97` EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - NIGHT 97 
Jack, Santos, Greer and Munder watch the bodies sink. 


GREER 
“But for the Grace of God go I...” 


Santos crosses himself. The bodies sink. 
98 EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA - FORWARD DECK — NIGHT 98 


Murphy, Dodge and Epps unstrap the firstlockbox from a 
makeshift gurney, having just dragged it up from the hold. 
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MURPHY 
(talkie) 
Greer, what’s your ETA? 


EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - PILOTHOUSE - NIGHT 99 
Greer, at the helm, talkie raised. Eyes the ignition. 
GREER 
(talkie) re 
We’re about to give it a try. 
Jack and Munder stand behind Greer, waiting. 
GREER (CONT'D) _ 
(into ship’s intercom) 
Santos, ready when you are. 


INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - ENGINE ROOM - NIGHT 100 


Santos HEARS Greer over the intercom, standing above the now 
repaired diesel engines. He wipes his hands, stoked -- 


SANTOS 
(into ship’s intercom) 

‘Fire her up: 
EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA - FOREDECK - NIGHT 101 
Epps and Murphy hear the Arctic Warrior’s dual engines ROAR 
to life. Smoke shoots out the chrome engine exhausts. They 
let out a spontaneous CHEER matching the SHOUTS of those. 
aboard the Arctic Warrior when Epps sees something odd -- 
EPPS’ POV - THE BRIDGE WINDOWS ABOVE - INSIDE - KATIE l 102 
Is POUNDING on the Bridge glass but her tiny fists make. no 
sound. She’s SCREAMING SILENTLY at Epps. Stunned and 
speechless, Epps locks eyes with her for a beat when -- 
SOMEONE /SOMETHING GRABS KATIE FROM BEHIND - DRAGS 
Her screaming back into the bridge andout of sight. 
HOLD ON EPPS - STUNNED 
She looks to Murphy, wild eyed, mouth open, speechless -- 


MURPHY 
Epps? 
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INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - BRIDGE - NIGHT 103 
Epps bursts in. The bridge isempty. Epps calls out -- 


EPPS 
Where are you??? 


Epps searches the bridge, the adjoining radio room, when she 


sees something on the window. Epps leans close; sees child’s 


handwriting scrawled in condensation -- 
“U R IN DANGER!” 
As Epps breathes out her breath makes the warning vanish. 
EPPS (CONT’D) - 
Shit. 
(talkie) 
Murphy! Come in! MURPHY! 


But there’s only STATIC in response. 


INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - PILOTHOUSE - NIGHT 104 
Greer eases the throttle, lifts his talkie. 
GREER 
(talkie) 
Coming up beside you. 
Only STATIC on the open channel. Greer frowns, tries again. 
GREER (CONT’ D) 


(talkie) 
Murphy, come in. 


‘Only STATIC on the open channel, then a sound. Growing.. 


GREER (CONT’D) © 
(talkie) 
Who is this??? 


A woman’s VOICE FADES UP, singing “Senza Fini.” MOVE IN on 


Greer, doing a double take, staring at the talkie. 
GREER (CONT’D) 
(talkie) 
WHO IS THIS??? 


“Senza Fini” grows SUPER LOUD, SPEEDING UP IN A FURY OVER-- 
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OMIT l | = 105 


INT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - ENGINE ROOM - CONTINUOUS ` 106 
Santos crouched down, checking the belts of the churning 
engines. He hears a SUDDEN HISS coming from the tank behind 
him, spins as there’s a flinty FLICKING SOUND -- i 
EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA - FOREDECK - CONTINUOUS 107 
Epps comes: racing out, sprinting towards Murphy. 


EPPS 
Murphy! Stop the boat! 


Before Murphy can even respond -- 


THE ARCTIC WARRIOR - AN EXPLOSION RIPS! 108 


Through the lower decks of the tug. 
OMIT 109 
EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR - STERN - CONTINUOUS ~ 110 


A figure, body covered in ROARING flames exits up from below- 
decks. The figure SHRIEKS, burning flesh pustules: POP. 


EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA - FOREDECK -` CONTINUOUS f 111 


To their horror, Epps, Dodge and Murphy see that it is -—- 
l MURPHY | 
Santos! i 


OMIT a i 112 


EXT. ARCTIC WARRIOR -~ STERN - CONTINUOUS 113 


The two giant fuel tanks below EXPLODE!in tandem. 


OMIT , 114 
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EXT. OCEAN ~ OFF ANTONIA GRAZA - NIGHT | 116 


Epps, Dodge and Murphy in the Zodiac, speeding through the 
burning debris field to Greer, who’s holding onto a piece of 
wreckage. They haul him aboard. Call for the others -- 


. MURPHY 
Munder! 


Murphy stands on the Zodiac, searching the ocean when -- 


DODGE 
Over there! 


Epps GUNS the Zodiac forward. She looks down into the 
depths, sees what Dodge’s seen. Swimming in water --. 


Jack - HOLDING AN UNCONSCIOUS MUNDER IN HIS ARMS 


The Zodiac comes surging next to him. Jack hands Munder off 
to Murphy. Locks eyes with Epps, helping him aboard. 


A beat, the survivors. in a state of shock: The Antonidraza 
looming up behind them, covering the Zodiac with shadow. l 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - PURSER’S LOUNGE - NIGHT 117 


Greer warms his hands by the fire, Epps tending to a gash on 
his forehead. Dodge and Munder are by the lockboxes, 
counting. the gold bars, laying them in a long row silently. 


MUNDER : 
Santos. Christ. That ain’t right. 


MOVE ACROSS their faces, drawn tightly with emotion. 


. GREER 
All he wanted was to go home -- 


DODGE 
Skipper didn’t give him a choice. 


Dodge indicates Murphy, who’s visible through the windows on 
the foredeck. He’s staring down at the ocean, numb, beaten. 
Dodge goes over to Jack, circling him like a prosecutor. 


DODGE (CONT'D) 
That was an incredible thing you 
did. Saved my boy Munder’s life. 
Tell me again what happened. 
(beat) 
Exactly what happened. 
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EPPS 
You got some kind of problem? 


DODGE 
Just want to hear the man’s story 
one more time. 


JACK 

(shrugs) 
I was heading out of the engine 
room when I was knocked out by some- 
kind of explosion. Next thing I 
remember, I was underwater. I saw 
Munder out cold, grabbed him, got 
the hell out of there. Any one of 
you would have done the same. 


Greer pulls out a wet joint. Jack offers his lighter. 


MUNDER 
What about the Coast Guard, Greer? 


GREER 
(firing up. joint) 
We never gave them our position, 
remember? We didn’t want any 
unwelcome “partners.” 


; MUNDER 

Without the Warrior we’ re fucked. 
(to Jack) l 

Here’s a big thank you forgettin’ 

us out here, much appreciated -- 


= JACK 
Did I force you? Look, we got the 
gold, we’re still alive —- 
Dodge grabs Jack and slams him up against the bar. 


DODGE 
` Tell that to Santos, asshole. 


Jack holds Dodge’s challenging glare evenly -- 
JACK 
Santos chose to come out here, . 
Dodge, of his own free will. Every 
man always has a choice -- 
DODGE 


You’re our on board fuckin’ 
philosopher now? ; 
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JACK . 
I know what I’ve seen. And I know 
lame excuses when I hear them -- 


Dodge charges Jack, Slamming him against a wall. 


EPPS 
Dodge, no! . 


Dodge attacks Jack. Ferriman takes every blow Dodge can 
deliver then counterattacks. They go at it like animals -- 


EPPS (CONT'D) 
Enough! 


Epps gets between them, drags them apart like a bouncer. 


EPPS (CONT'D) 
Everybody CHILL OUT! 


EXT. FORWARD DECK - NIGHT 118 


Epps joins Murphy at the railing. She sees the total, utter 
devastation in his eyes, at the loss of his boat, his man. 
She offers him a cigarette. He doesn’t even notice her. 


EPPS 
Listen. Murph. You gotta put your 
shit in a sock and pull it 
together. The men need you. 


This doesn’t éven register. Epps faces him. 


EPPS (CONT’ D) 
I need you. ` 


Epps sees the utter blankness in Murphy’s dark gaze. 
| EPPS (CONT’D) 
Murph? Talk to me. 
(beat) 
Please. 


He turns away from her, facing the sea. HOLD on Epps. She 
turns from him. She looks up at the darkened bridge. 


INT. LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS 119 


Greer, Dodge, Jack and Munder look up as she enters. 


DODGE 
How is he? 


(CONTINUED) 
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. EPPS 
He” 1l be okay. 


Silence. Epps fills the void with her own command. 


l EPPS (CONT'D) 
Listen, here’s the plan. ` 


Munder takes a hit off Greer’s joint. 


) MUNDER 
Hear that, Dodge? Epps has got a 
Plan. She’s the Captain now -- 


DODGE 
Shut the fuck up, Munder. 


EPPS 
Way I figure it -- 


Epps lays down the map, pointing to the island chain ahead. 


EPPS (CONT'D) 

We’re professional fuckin’ salvors 
with a fortune aboard. I say we 
suck it up, do what we do best, get 
this rustbucket patched and pumped, 
fix her rudder and see if we can 
control her drift in time to -- 

(points to island chain) ` 
Clear those. We can survive here 
long enough to get picked up. 


JACK 
Weather flights come across daily. 
We set signal fires... 


MUNDER 
Stay.on the ship and light signal 
fires? That’s your plan? 


: EPPS 
Unless you got a better one. 


Munder takes a big toke on the joint, pacing. 


MUNDER l 
What happened to the smart money? 
Or is everybody just conveniently 
forgetting that this ship is- 
haunted, cursed, possessed-- 
(near hysteria) 
Hell, you name it, she’s got it! 
(MORE) 


(CONTINUED) 
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MUNDER (CONT'D) 
I say we build a huge raft out of 
whatever we can find, take our 
chances out in the ocean. 


_ DODGE ne 
And leave that gold to the next gu 
that comes along? Sorry, bro, i 
build your own raft. I’m in. 


Jack nods his agreement too. They turn to Greer. 


GREER 
You think I’m gonna let Santos die 
for shit? I’m in. All the way. 


EPPS 
Munder? We need you, handsome. 
You’ re the best goddamn underwater 
spot welder north of St. Lawrence. 


MUNDER 
I am, aren’t I? 


Munder’s eyes return to the pile of gold. 


MUNDER (CONT'D) 
Okay. Fuck it. ` 


He glances at the ship’s internal map, the damage to the boat 
that’s been sketched out adjacent to the engine room. 


MUNDER (CONT'D) 
But no way are we doin’ a major 
' patch and pump in the dark. 
DODGE 
(nodding) 
Even with the crappy lights we 
still got it’d be likegoin’ blind. 


EPPS = 
Your call. We go in the am. 
120 EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA - NIGHT  . | 120. 


A full moon peeks out behind writhing clouds above the ship. 


121 INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - CAPTAIN’S CABIN - NIGHT 121 
Murphy stands in the doorway, staring down at he bottle of 


1942 Maker’s Mark in the bar before him. He looks like he’s 
been standing there a long time. He sits at the desk. 


(CONTINUED) 
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His eyes have never left the whiskey bottle. He gives in, 
takes a glass and pours himself a finger’s worth. He downs 


it quickly, the burning liquid easing the grief, the pain. 


Beat. He can’t help but reach for the bottle again. 


122. EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA - BRIDGE - LONG SHOT - NIGHT 122 


A tiny light knifes through the bridge, searching. 


123 INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - BRIDGE - NIGHT 123 


Epps. finds a passenger’slist. She shines her light on it, 
running her finger down the names, addresses and ages of all 
the passengers listed by class. Near the bottom -> 


KATIE HARWOOD, 8 anni, London, England; viaggendo solo. 


EPPS 
“Katie.” 


Epps looks up from thelist, looks around.the room as if she 
could somehow see what she knows is around her. 


EPPS (CONT'D) 
That’s your name, isn’t it? 
(checks list) 
You’re the only kid here under 
T2638 


Epps waits, listening. Only the soft CREAK of ‘the boat. She 
looks at the list again. Viaggendo solo.” To herself-- 


= - EPPS (CONT’D) 
“Solo.” Alone. 


Epps turns to look down the foredeck, sees Murphy is gone. 


EPPS (CONT’D) 


(concerned) 
Murphy. 
124 INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - GALLEY - NIGHT 124 


Munder opens a giant tin can of forty-year old fruit 
cocktail. Munder lifts the can, drinks it wholesale. 


MUNDER a 
Some things get better with age. 


(CONTINUED) 
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Dodge, next to him, picks from an old jar of pickles. He 
_Swigs froma dusty bottle of Chateau LaTour 1929. 


2. DODGE 
This shit’s not bad either. 
(beat) 
I don’t buy his story. 


-MUNDER 
Why not? , 


DODGE 
Guy manages to save himself, and 
you, without a scrape? No way. 


MUNDER 
_ Maybe he just got lucky. 

DODGE 

That’s more than “lucky.” 
MUNDER . 

What, so you think he had something 

to do with the Warrior? . x 
DODGE 


He had that `to-pilot” he talked 
about, right? Maybe this is all 
part of their plan, get us out 
here, use us to get the gold and 
then knock us off -- 


MUNDER 
Some plan. He blows up our boat, 
his one way out of here? You got 
gold fever, pal ‘a minè. Not 
makin’ a damn bit of sense. 


; DODGE ; i 
I know. Shit. There’s just 
something about him. 
Munder starts to rummage around in the shelving below. 
MUNDER l 
You just don’t dig the dude ‘cause 
Epps likes him. Admit it. 
HOLD on Dodge, trying to tell if that’s the real reason -- 


MUNDER (CONT'D) 
Uh, Dodge, check this out. 


(CONTINUED) 
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+ 


Munder’ s shining his light on the floor by a stove, where a 


dozen large cans of rat poison, opened, lie in a heap. 
MUNDER (CONT'D) | 
Who keeps a ton of rat poison in 
the kitchen? 


Their lights scanning UP from the piled cans of poison to the 
giant soup pots still lining the burners of the big stove. 


_ DODGE | 
You thinkin’ what: I’m thinkin’? 


MUNDER 
Guess what’s on the menu, May 21, 
1962? 
INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - CORRIDOR - NIGHT ; 125 
Epps moves down the corridor, calling out, shining her light. 
EPPS 
Murphy? You down here? 
INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - GRAND BALLROOM - NIGHT 126 


Greer stands staring at Francesca’s photograph. He takes a 
long toke from his joint, using Jack’s lighter. 


i GREER 
Always did like I-tal-yan giris, 
and they always did like me. 
INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - CAPTAIN’S CABIN - NIGHT ` 127 


Murphy slumped at the desk, drunk, his head in his hands. 
Beat. There’s the SOUND of whiskey poured. Murphy looks up. 


THE SHIP’S CAPTAIN sits opposite, gives him a polite nod. 


SHIP’S CAPTAIN 
Buona notte, Capitano. 


He finishes pouring Murphy a drink, slides the whiskey glass 
towards Murphy. Murphy listens, dumbstruck as —- the Captain 
Starts speaking in Italian about the Arctic Warrior’s demise. 


SHIP’S CAPTAIN (CONT’ D) 
Y Santos, povrea Santos... 


Beat. Murphy grabs the drink, downing it. 
. | (CONTINUED) 
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MURPHY 
He was just a kid. 


SHIP’S CAPTAIN 
Si, si. 


MURPHY l 
It’s all my fault. My goddamn 
responsibility. Coulda, woulda, 
shoulda, you know the deal. 


The Captain nods, pats Murphy on the back. He understands 
totally. The Captain lifts a photo of his OFFICER CREW from 


the desk top, wipes it off, motioning to his men -- 


MURPHY (CONT'D) 
You too? Your men are dead? 


The Captain nods, confirming this in Italian. 


MURPHY (CONT'D) 
It was over the gold, wasn’t it? 


SHIP’S CAPTAIN. 
Si, si. Mira -- 


The Captain indicates a locked drawer of his desk, motioning. 
Murphy grabs a marble bust, breaks the drawer open. There's 

a “CAPTAIN’S LOG” inside. The Captain motions. Murphy flips 
‘back a page. The Captain lights up, points to an entry -- 


CAPTAIN 
“The Lorelei.” 


Murphy looks at the entry date May 19, 1962. Several PHOTOS 
which document a yacht, mast-down, adrift. On the rear 
transom, in gold lettering, “The Lorelei”. The Captain 
motions to the yacht, motions to the ship around them. 


MURPHY 
She was adrift. You rescued her? 
Two days before you disappeared? 


CAPTAIN 
Si, si. Y el oro. 


The Captain shows him photos of the ship’s Chief Steward and 
Purser supervising the off-loading of five familiariockboxes 
from the broken yacht into the ship’s cargo hold. 


MURPHY 
The gold was on board her? 


(CONTINUED) 
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CAPTAIN 
Si, si. 
(lifts “a finger) 
Un survivor. 


Photos of a sole survivor taken on a gurney, hoisted up off 
the battered yacht onto the deck of the AntoniaGraza. 
Murphy’s eyes suddenly fix on a photograph wedon’t see. 


MURPHY 
Dear God... 


‘The Captain smiles, shakes his head, then draws a finger 


across his chest which -- 
SLICES OPEN FLESH AS THE FINGER GLIDES PAST 
His head and his upper torso tilt forward, tumbling. 


MURPHY (CONT'D) 
AAAAH! f 


Murphy swipes at the whisky bottle, smashing it, fleeing. 


INT. ANTONIA. GRAZA - CORRIDOR - NIGHT . 128 


Murphy slams the Captain’s door shut, heart pounding. He 
pushes away from the door, weaving with a head full of 
liquor, staggers his way down the corridor, running. 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - CARGO HOLD - NIGHT 128a 
Epps searches for Murphy, passing the now empty safe. As she 
does, she notices more bullet holes riddling the walls. 

EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA - GRAND BALLROOM - NIGHT 129 
Greer pockets his roach, heading towards the exit when 
there’s sudden APPLAUSE. Greer turns, looks back and sees 


the ballroomas it looked in 1962 and all heads are turned 
applauding him. Greer stares up at the stage, where -- 


FRANCESCA 


Grips the long, silvermic. Her shimmering olive eyes locked 
onto Greer. She beckons him to come forward and join her. 


GREER 
Who me? 


(CONTINUED) 
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Francesca nods, sultry. Greer, grinning from ear to ear, 
makes his way through the aisle as the BAND starts playing an 
erotically tinged JAZZ piece. Francesca reaches out her 
hand, pulling Greer close to her and they start to dance. 


GREER (CONT’ D) 
Now I know this shit ain’t real. 


Greer looks down at her sumptuous breasts against his chest. 


GREER (CONT’ D) 
But I -know those are real. 


Francesca nuzzles up against his cheek, his lips, offering 
sweet nothings to him inItalian in a purring whisper. 


GREER (CONT’ D) 
So right now, senorita, I’m just 
gonna go with it. 
Francesca nods, coquettish, starts to move away from Greer -- 


GREER (CONT’ D) 
What’s the matter? 


She turns her back and starts to slink away. Greer follows 
her. She moves behind the curtain through a stage door. 


GREER (CONT'D) 
Where you going? l 
INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - CORRIDOR - NIGHT „4 130 
Greer moves to catch up with Francesca. 


GREER 
We’ re just gettin’ started. 


‘The torch singer stops, smiles She takes her gown off 


Eyes wide at the sight, Greer reaches for her. She envelops 
him against her spectacular body. They embrace kissing... 


FRANCESCA 
Aspetti. 


In the dim shadows, Francesca turns her back on Greer, giving 
him a view of her from behind. His eyes light up as she 
reaches up on both sides of some kind of doorway, arches her 
back, looks over her shoulder at Greer to come get her. 


GREER 
Yeah, baby... You read my mind. 


(CONTINUED) 
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(moving for her) 
We got the big guns comin’ out now. 


POV BEHIND GREER 


The SOUND of unbuckling pants. He moves in behind her, 
closes his eyes and gives a mighty thrust forward with his 
hips which causes him to -- 


Lose his balance tumbling forward towards Francesca who’s in 
front of him, suspended above what Greer realizes is the open 
elevator shaft that he inspected a few hours earlier. He 
falls, tumbling. A fleshy, crunching THUD way below. 


Francesca LAUGHS, eyes burning with the fury of a woman 
scorned as her body transmogrifies into a horribly bullet- 
ridden corpse and then, ina flash, she’s gone. 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - CORRIDOR - NIGHT >- 231 


As Epps continues to search for Murphy. She’s about to head 
up a stairwell when she hears a soft KNOCK. Epps spins, 


-looking down the long corridor she just came from. 


Another soft KNOCK, only this time it’s from a stateroom door 
several doors down from her. Epps starts to move for it —- 


EPPS 
Katie? 
Epps reaches the stateroom door where the knock came from and 
is about to reach for the knob when there’s another KNOCK, 
only this one’s from down the hall. Epps half smiles. 


EPPS (CONT’D) 
Okay. I get this game. 


VARIOUS ANGLES - EPPS 


Follows the trail of KNOCKS leading her down through several 
corridors and stairwells until she arrives at -- 


SINT. ANTONIA GRAZA - CORRIDOR - D DECK - NIGHT 132 


Epps moves down the hall with the KNOCKS until they 
consistently come from one door. Epps pauses in front of 
that door as the soft KNOCKS come from within -- 


Stateroom D404. Epps sucks in a breath and opens the door. 


133 
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INT.. ANTONIA GRAZA --STATEROOM D404 - NIGHT 133 


The light shines around a stateroom as it was forty years 
ago, laid out with the accoutrements of. a young girl’s trans 
Atlantic journey. Epps moves in tentatively. 


EPPS 
Katie? 


Silence. Epps finds a vanity with a mirror, hair brush, 
ribbons. A travel case with moth-eaten clothes neatly 
packed. Children’s books. Epps spots something -- 


Poking out of the bed below. She crouches down and grabs a 
leg, pulling Katie’s doll out from under the bed. She sees 
that the doll’s brown from some kind of dark stain when -- 


Her eyes are drawn to something shining nearby. She flashes 
her light on a pair of black pumps. She reaches for them, 
then recoils as she sees there are broken foot bones inside. 


Epps rises with fright andbumps right into something hanging 
suspended above her. Epps brings her light up to see -- 


The twirling skeleton of a little girl hanging from the small 
overhead chandelier, glass prisms TINKLING. Epps gasps, 
staring up into empty eye sockets. 


There’s something around the skeleton’s neck. A gleaming 
chain. Epps grabs a chair, stands on it, retrieves a heart 
locket on a silver chain from around the “neck.” 


She shudders, face-to-face with the skeleton. 


She climbs down off the chair, shining her light ‘on the 


locket as she opens it. Inside is a family photo. A beaming 
MOTHER and FATHER hold their daughter, Katie, outside a 
London home in the sunshine. A portrait of joy, of hope. 


EPPS (CONT’ D) 
Your parents. 


She hears someone directly behind her, freezing. Hears the 
SNIFFLES of a girl trying bravely to hold back tears. Epps 
turns slowly, ever so slowly, feeling thepresence behind. 


Katie stands on the bed behind Epps, looking over her 
shoulder, her teary eyes glued to her parents’ photo. Epps 
is about to close the locket and give it to her -- 


KATIE 
(English accent) 
Please! Don’t close it! 


(CONTINUED) 
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Epps keeps the locket held open,. meeting Katie’s gaze. 


EPPS 
Do you know where they are? 


Epps sits on the bed. Katie sits next to her, her body 
translucent and shimmering. Her head is down, despondent. 


KATIE 
They moved to New York. I was on 
my way to join them. 

(beat) 
They died years ago. 


EPPS 
How do you know that? 


Katie smiles. Isn’t it obvious? She nods to herself. 


KATIE 
When you’re like this, you know. 


EPPS 
Why aren’t you with them? 


Clearly this question causes Katie an overwhelming amount of 
grief. She deflects the question, looks at’ Epps carefully. 


l KATIE 
. You remind me of her. 


Katie indicates her mother in the locket. 


EPPS 
Me? 
(Katie nods) 
I’m not the moms type, that’s for 
sure. Not even. close. 


KATIE 
You are kind. 


Beat. Epps, at a loss for words, lifts the chain. 


EPPS 
You should have this back. 


Epps gently tries to put the chain around Katie’s neck. It 
drops through Katie’s body and falls to the floor below. 


EPPS (CONT'D) 
Stupid me, huh? 


This elicits a smile from Katie. Epps picks up the locket. 
(CONTINUED) 
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EPPS (CONT'D) 
After all, you are a... aren't 
you? 


Katie shakes her head, unsure how to answer this question. 
KATIE - 
I used to read about ghosts and 
spirits. They were free to be with 
‘their families... 
Distressed, Katie stares down at the locket. 


l EPPS 
Why can’t you be with them? Katie? 


Katie locks eyes with Epps. Tears roll from her eyes. 


KATIE 
He’s trapped us here -- 


EPPS 
Who? 


Katie’s eyes flicker around the ship’s walls. 


KATIE 
My shipmates, the marked ones. 


EPPS 
“Marked?” What do you mean? 


Katie’s points to her right hand enigmatically. 


KATIE 
When the boat’s full... 


.Katie’s eyes narrow with horror. She turns away. 
EPPS | 
(softly) 
Tell me, it’s okay. 
KATIE od 
When he has his quota... We’ll all 
be ferried to... 


The thought of “hell” is too much for Katie to bear. 


EPPS 
Katie, is this a story you heard 
once, or -- ? 


Katie’s eyes suddenly go on alert sensing something. 
(CONTINUED) 
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- EPPS (CONT'D) 
What is it, what’s wrong??? 


KATIE 
He doesn’t want me talking to you. 


Her eyes are drawn upwards. Epps looks up, sees nothing. 


KATIE (CONT'D) 
But I’m not like the others. 


Katie holds her palms up. Unmarked. She backs away, her 
eyes transfixed with fear on the ceiling above. 


EPPS 
Katie, wait, you need to tell me -- 


KATIE l 
You must go at once, leavethis 
ship while you still can!!! 


The walls pour with blood. Katie SCREAMS, recoiling. 


EPPS 
Katie??? 


Epps reaches for Katie to comfort her -- and she’s gone. = 
HOLD on Epps, suddenly alone in the dark, silent stateroom. 
She looks at the heart pendant. She lifts it up; pulling the 
chain around her neck. Then she turns her light up -- 


To examine the ceiling, whatever may have scared Katie. Her 

light moves over water damage streaked with what looks like 

rust. HOLD on Epps, thinking. She pulls out the diagram of 

the boat she’s been using, finds her location -- 

D deck, Stateroom D404. She raises her finger up, sees that 

D404 is several floors directly beneath the indoor poal, * 
134 INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - GYM - NIGHT . 134 


Eyes flick open. They see elegiac mosaic images of Dante and 
Virgil before Beatrice in heaven on a wall. MOVE BACK TO © == 


Murphy, who stirs to life where he’s been sleeping on an old 
mat in the gym. He holds his throbbing head, staggers to his 
feet, holding onto a barbell station for balance. 


Murphy gathers himself together, starts to head for the 
doorway and comes face-to-face with -- 


Santos. Or what used to be Santos. 


(CONTINUED) 
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SANTOS 
Where you going, Murph? 


Santos’ face is burned, covered with pustules, horribly ' 
disfigured. It is almost a living thing as invisible fish 
pluck at his eyes, lips, gnawing his flesh away bite by bite. 


MURPHY 
No, this can’t be -- ` 


He backs away. Santos steps towards him with mal intent, 
holding his hands out to block Murphy’s way. 


MURPHY (CONT'D) 
I’m hallucinating -- 


MOVE IN ON A FRESH BRAND ON SANTOS’ RIGHT PALM 
A cryptic symbol, from a language long forgotten. 


SANTOS 
You wish! 


Murphy turns and runs for the pool entry but: Santos appears 
in that doorway. His finger pointed at Murphy in accusation. 


! SANTOS (CONT’ D) 

“In our business, the only plan is 
THERE IS NO PLAN!” You greedy 
fuck! You made me come here! 


"Murphy Slams back into a set of 50's era exercise machines as 


he tries to retreat. He falls, crawling backwards. 


SANTOS (CONT’D) 
It’s real fun lyin’ a mile down at 
the bottom of the ocean, gettin’ 
chewed by. schools of fish I used to 
fillet for fucking dinner! 


Santos pulls his fillet knife from his belt. 


SANTOS (CONT’ D) 
But no bright light at the end of 
the tunnel for me, Murph, no ten 
thousand virgins at the Pearly 
Gates! Uh, uh. Me, whatever I am 
anymore, I’m trapped on this dream 
boat of yours! And once it gets 
where it’s going... 


MURPHY 
No, Santos! 


(CONTINUED) 
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Santos comes at Murphy, forcing him back against a wall. 


SANTOS 
I had a life, a future! Because 
you took it away from me -- 


Santos raises the fillet knife, his eyes now eaten sockets. 


SANTOS (CONT'D) 
You’re coming along for the ride 


Murphy tries to flee by the back exit but the door SLAMS 
shut. He ducks as Santos swings the knife at him, rushes 
around the pool. He goes for the front exit when -- 


The floater rope that used to mark the pool lanes suddenly 
comes to life, snaring Murphy’s leg. Murphy goes down, 
trying to free his leg as he’s pulled down towards -- 


The pool. Santos, a grin on what used to be his face, 
strides towards him with the knife and Murphy’s pulled into -- 


The water, which now boils with blood and the churning bodies 
of the slain. SCREAMING out, they grab for Murphy’s arms, 
legs, head and start to pull him -- 


Down under water. Murphy choking and spitting as he fights 
for his life. He lashes out, frees himself in a fit of 
hysteria and moves to the side of the pool opposite Santos. 
As Santos makes his way around the pool, knife poised, Murphy 


Staggers to his feet, grabs a metal deck chair and SMASHES 
the glass door just as Santos is about to reach hin. 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - CORRIDOR OUTSIDE POOL / GYM AREA - NGSHT © 
Out of his mind, Murphy comes tearing out of the pool area 

and runs down the hall. Santos runs after him, knife raised. 
Murphy reaches the end of the corridor. Santos is waiting 
there. Murphy turns, running blindly back the way he came. 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - ADJACENT CORRIDOR - NIGHT 136 


Epps hears the commotion in a lounge ahead. She runs for the 
sound of it, her flashlight bouncing up and down -- 


EPPS 
Murphy??? 


POV - BEHIND MURPHY - A FIGURE 


(CONTINUED) 
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Seems to catch up with her from behind,matching her body’s 
movements stride for stride motion for motion. 


MURPHY’S POV - TURNING THE CORNER 


To see that Santos is right in front of him again, the knife 
raised to plunge into his heart. Murphy recoils back. 


MURPHY 
No! 


EPPS’ POV - MURPHY MOVING 


Back from her, staring at her like he’s being attacked by the 
devil himself. Epps raises her hands, sees the crazed, wild- 
eyed look in Murphy’s eyes, tries to get through to him -- 


EPPS 
Murphy, it’s me! 


MURPHY’S POV - SANTOS SUPERIMPOSED OVER EPPS’ FACE 
As “Santos” comes at him, the “knife” raised to strike. 


MURPHY 
Noooooo! 


Murphy charges Epps, slamming her back into the wall 
viciously. Murphy grabs for her right hand, holding the: 
flashlight which Murphy sees as Santos’knife. - 


Murphy jams his other hand against Epps’ neck, choking her. 
Sputtering air, Epps has no choice but to grope for some 
means of defending herself. Her left hand -- 


Knocks over a small vase, a basket, some books and comes to a 
brass reading lamp. It falls, a little out of reach. 


She is going to black out at any second as Murphy strangles 
her. Her left hand finds the desk lamp, grabbing it. She 
raises the lamp, swinging with all her might, connecting with 
Murphy’s head. 


. He stumbles back as Epps sucks in air, gagging and coughing, 
. her neck purple with finger marks from his grip. i 


Blood is running down his face as Murphy comes for her again, 
dazed. Epps manages to slip past him but he dives, taking 
her down. He climbs to his feet, sees -- 


An. axe near a fire extinguisher on the wall. Murphy rips the 
axe off its stay, turns and starts to attack Epps with it. 
She backs away from Murphy in horror as the axe POUNDS into 
the wall near her. She stumbles backwards, tripping. 


(CONTINUED) 
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EPPS 
Murphy no!!! 


The axe SLAMS into the deck by her head. Epps swings around 
and plunges the utility knife into Murphy’s foot. Murphy 
howls with rage, frees the axe, lifts it over his head to 
finish Epps off with a last mighty blow when -- 


WHAM! Murphy flies backwards as he’s tackled by Jack from 
behind. They hit the deck. Jack keeps his bare arms locked 
around Murphy’s chest, screaming at him to -- 


JACK 
Murphy!!! Stop it!!! 


Murphy snaps his head down, biting inte Jack’s bare wrist. 
Jack releases his grip. Murphy struggles to his feet, grabs 
the axe to swing it again -- 


WHAM! Epps nails Murphy in the forehead with her torch 
light. Murphy teeters, drops to the deck like a felled log. 


JACK (CONT’D) 
Epps! 


Jack rushes to Epps’ side. She’s speechless, in shock. 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - PURSER’S LOUNGE - NIGHT 137 


Dodge, Munder, and Jack maneuver Murphy, out cold, down a 
sand bank and into the. huge empty aquarium. They prop his 
head up on some fake coral, next to a fake treasure chest. 


Epps wraps a blanket around Murphy carefully, checks the 
bandage on his foot, hesitant to leave him in there like 
that. Dodge meets her look, admonishes her to leave him. 


.DODGE 
He just tried to turn you into 
firewood.. He stays in here. 


They exit. Dodge turns a lock on the aquarium entry door, so 
that Murphy’s trapped inside. HOLD on Epps, torn, upset. 


LATER: 
Dodge, Munder, Jack and Epps around the oil drum. Numb, Epps 
stares at Katie’s locket. She fastens it around her own 
neck, on autopilot. Her eyes are on Murphy in the fish tank. 
EPPS 


Any sign of Greer? 


(CONTINUED) 
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Munder makes a “smoking adubie” motion. 


MUNDER : 
Been looking. Probablyhalf baked 
somewhere. He was here -- 


DODGE . 
Before we found the rat cans. 


JACK 
You think somebody poisoned the 
passengers to get the gold?’ Don’t 
you think that’s a little -- 


DODGE 
Extreme? Yeah, maybe. 


-MUNDER 
. (nodding to ship) 
But if the shoe fits... 


DODGE 
(to Jack, re: Epps) - 
Turning into a real honest-to-god 
Canadian superman, Jack. Always in 
the right place at the right time -- 


He’s interrupted by a ranting WHISPER. They turn to the fish 
tank. Murphy’s shaking his head, eyes screwed shut, 
muttering over and over in an unconscious trance state. 


MURPHY 
Santossantossantossantossantos. 


Munder, Epps and Dodge hold a grim look. 


JACK | 
Epps. The little girl, Katie, 
what’d she say to you? 


Epps looks to Jack, Munder and Dodge. They look like they'll 
believe just about anything right now. Matter-of-fact -- 


EPPS 
Apparently someone’ s collecting 
souls on our ship, and when there 
are enough, they’re all going to, 
ah, “you know where.” 


MUNDER 
That ain’t funny now, Epps. 


(CONTINUED) 
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EPPS 
(shrugs) 
You asked. 


The others share uncomfortable smiles. 


MURPHY (0O.S.) .. 
Santossantossantossantossantos. 


Jack indicates the sea outside, sky starting to lighten. 


JACK - 
We’ve got a better chance surviving 
out there than another night on 
this ship. My vote is we bail. 


MUNDER 
Fuck that. So the ship's got a‘ 
few, ah, kinks, a couple ghosts 
pissed that they ate rat poison 
instead of tomato soup forty years 
ago. I say we fix the bitch up.. 


Dodge’s eyes are on the gold, the lockboxes. 


DODGE 
No way five people and the gold’s 
gonna make it on any raft. 


Epps’ eyes are on Murphy, ranting in the aquarium, concerned. 
PP 


EPPS ; 
Murphy’s not going on a raft or 
anywhere else right now, and we’re 
not leaving him. We stick with the 
plan, fix the boat. But in the 
“just in case category,” Jack, keep 
looking for Greer, then start 
building us a bigol’ raft. 


138 INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - CORRIDOR - PRE-DAWN l 138 
Violet light knifes through the portholes. Epps, Munder and 
Dodge haul hose lines, pumps, kevlar rolls down a stairwell. 


139 INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - PURSER’S LOUNGE - PRE-DAWN  . 139 


Epps grabs the explosives box, some gear, looks at Jack's 
handiwork. He’s scavenged the start of a raft’s frame. 


EPPS 
You’ve been busy. 


(CONTINUED) 
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Jack nods to the lockboxes of gold. 


JACK La 
Lot of motivation, thinkin’ about 
what I’11 do with my share when we 
make it off this piece a’ shit. 
(beat) 
What about you? What will you do? 


EPPS 
(considering gold) 
Keep working I guess, with... 


Epps nods to Murphy who’s asleep in the aquarium. 


JACK 
All that money, it doesn’t really 
matter much to you, does it? 


EPPS 
Can’t buy me a ticket off this 
boat, can’t buy Santos back. 
(beat) 
Like I told you, Jack. 


Epps lights a cigarette, haunted eyes taking in the ship. 


EPPS (CONT’D) 
This is the only family I got. 


Jack nods, understands this is all that matters to her. 


JACK 
Hungry? 


He holds out a box filled with mussels and several hermit 
crabs.. Pries open a mussel, eating it. Offers her ‘some. 


JACK (CONT'D) 
Scraped these off the back of the 
aft deck. Pretty good if you keep 
your eyes closed and chew fast. 


She eats one quickly. Jack picks one of the hermit crabs up, 
the crab inside the shell retreating for protection. Jack 
sets it on the deck, watching it move spider-like. 


JACK (CONT'D) 
Strange things, hermit crabs. God 
must have been punishing them... 
EPPS 
You think? 
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Jack leans in close, nods, touching the hermit crab’s shell. 


JACK : 
Forced to move from one home to the 
next. Your protection breaks, you 
gotta find a new pad, and so on, 
and so on... an eternal burden. 


EPPS 
Sounds like my love life Listen, 
never got to thank you, for saving 
my tukus down there... 


DODGE (0.S.) 
Epps. Let’s get to it. 


Dodge and Munder, loaded down with SCUBA gear, wait. 


EPPS 
Watch out for Murphy, okay? He 
wakes, you come get me. 


JACK 
Count on it. 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - CORRIDOR OUTSIDE ENGINE ROOM - DAY 140 


Heliarcs, kevlar rolls, hose coils and SCUBA equipment laid. 
out carefully. Epps, Munder and Dodge go over Epps’ diagram 
of the ship, Epps sketching out how they’11 proceed. Epps 
unlocks the chest marked “Explosives, C-4,” placing several 
of the timed explosive devices into her waterzpak. 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - ENGINE ROOM - DAY ` 141 
SCUBA suits on, carrying their gear, Epps, Munder and Dodge 
enter the half-flooded engine room compartment. Epps double- 
checks the sleek -- 

TWO-HEADED SPEAR GUN 

Slung across her shouldernext to a trimix tank. They head. 
down a stairwell leading into the water below. On Epps’ hand 
signal, they glide down into water, submerging. 


UNDERWATER: 


Flashlights on, Epps, Munder and Dodge make their way through 
the cloudy, dark water. It’s silent and eerie in there. 
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Bach of them scans the waters and dark forms around them, 
imaginations running wild at all the possibilities lurking 
around them. Epps fingers Katie’s locket like a talisman. 


They squeeze past giant pistons, making their way to a big 
steel hatchway at the forward part of the engine room. Dodge 
and Munder spin the wheel, attempt. to pull open the hatch. 

It won’t budge. Epps signals. 


She pulls timed C-4 charges from her pack. Dodge and Munder 
drill several holes around the door frame. Epps connects 
each charge to a central wire, connects that to a -- 


TRIGGER 


A big red trigger on a thick pistol grip. On top, an 
“ARM/DISARM” switch. A wire leading to a “snake” coil -- 


Epps unreels the snake coil, moving away from the charges 
towards a big steel burner that will provide cover. Dodge 
and Munder swim in next to her, taking cover. 


Epps switches the “ARM/DISARM” switch to “ARM,” she and the 
others curling up as she pulls the three fingered trigger -- 


BOOM! The steel hatch is blown off its hinges. A current of 
water rushes into the engine room from the open hatch. Epps, 
Munder and Dodge swim against the fierce current -- 


142 INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - FORWARD BULKHEAD - DAY 142 


Showing the violence of the hit. All twisted steel and 
crushed bulkhead ribbing. Lights on, Munder, Epps and Dodge 
make their way through narrow, claustrophobic paths in the 
damage. They finally see the glow of daylight ahead -- 


And the long gash in the hull. Epps swims towards the hole, 
shining her light when something big and darkflies right 
past her face. Epps recoils,on instinct whipping out -- 


THE SPEAR GUN 


When Dodge smiles, holding her back, pointing to a huge, 
curious grouper nearby. Epps regains her heartbeat. 


MELD SHOTS: 


As the three divers repair the gash. Epps and Dodge lay the 
kevlar rolls over the gash, hold it in place as Munder welds 
the patchwork together. 


Epps and Dodge set metal support ribbing which Munder welds 
together. 
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Epps and Dodge haul the big, coiled hoses through water and 
set them into place. 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - STATEROOM - DAY 143 


Epps BUSTS out a porthole, sticks the end of a hose out the 
window. She BUSTS another one, pushing a second hose out. 


EPPS 
(shouting O.S.) 
Start ‘em up! 
We hear the RUMBLE of pumps starting to life. Water starts 
to fill the hoses. Water falls to the sea below. 
INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - PURSER’S LOUNGE - AQUARIUM -NIGHT 144 
Epps checks on Murphy. He’s Sleeping peacefully inside. She 


goes and opens the lock that’s kept him locked in, leaves the 
hatch door open for him to exit when he awakes 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - BRIDGE -NIGHT ; 145 
Epps is at the rudder wheel. She turns it several rotations, 
her eyes on the compass. It responds slightly. Epps grabs a 
pair of high-powered binoculars, scans the sea ahead. 


HER POV - IN THE VERY FAR DISTANCE 


The first signs of the rocky island chain 30 miles ahead. 


Epps tries to set the rudder, attempting to lock it onto a 


compass heading. It takes all her effort to turn the wheel -- 


And set the resisting rudder onto the heading. She can see 
Jack on the foredeck below, working on the raft diligently. 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - ENGINE ROOM -NIGHT 146 


Epps returns to Dodge and Munder on the landing, where both 
salvage pumps/generators are running NOISILY. 


EPPS 
If we can control her drift as much 
as possible with the rudder, keep 
her at this heading -- 


Epps shows them the nautical map, charting a course that uses 
the current to take them just due south of the island chain. 
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147 


148 


149 


DODGE 
We should just clear the islands, 
keep this sucker afloat for as long 
as it takes to get picked up.. 


They look at the pumps industriously churning away. 
MUNDER 
Son of a bitch. We may just get 
‘out of this yet -- 


DODGE 
Kazillionaizes. 


Epps hands Dodge the nautical map. 
EPPS 
Check on the bridge when you’re 
done hére, watch our drift. I’ll 
see if I can find Greer. 
INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - CORRIDOR -NIGHT 147 
Epps searches the area, calling out. Moves down a level. 
EPPS 
Greer! 
INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - ENGINE ROOM -NIGHT 148 


Dodge sees one of the pump hoses has gone slack. 


DODGE 
#2 intake’s clogged again. 


Dodge shuts one of the pump/generators down. A hose goes 
slack. They shoot for who’ll fix it, Munder losing. 


DODGE (CONT'D) 
Sucka. 


Munder flips him off, grabs his mask, hoisting his regulator 
and tanks onto his back. Munder descends into the water. 
INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - SUB-DECK PASSAGEWAY -NIGHT 149 
Epps has made her way deep into the guts of the ship, passing 
the elevator auxiliary room when somethingdrips onto her 


forehead. Epps touches liquid on her forehead, brings her 
flashlight up to her finger. Blood. 
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Epps gasps, shines her flashlight up on the ceiling. A line 
of blood leaking from the pit of an elevator shaft above. 


150 INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - DIRECTLY ABOVE SUB-DECK -NIGHT 150 


Epps forces elevator doors open with a crowbar when a body 
tumbles out, knocking her down. Epps scrambles for her 
flashlight, comes face to face with Greer, his spine broken, 
his body folded back on itself, eyes wide with surprise. 


EPPS 
- Greer... Jesus, no... 


Epps starts to lose it, breaking up sobbing. 
KATIE 


Appears in front of Epps, empathetic to Epp’s grief. She 
notes the locket around Epps’ neck. 


; KATIE 
Come with me. 


Katie touches Epps shoulder. Epps feels Katie’s energy on 
her shoulder. She answers in a bare whisper. 


EPPS 
Where? 


. KATIE 
I need to show you something. 


Beat. Epps takes her “hand” and suddenly a wave from the 
past seems to wash over her and she finds herself inside -- 


151 INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - PURSER’S LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS 151 


Epps gazes at the translucent aquariun, only now it’s 
radiant, completely full of water and colorful fish swimming 
to and fro inside. a 


She circles the aquarium, captivated by its beauty when MUSIC 
can be heard. “Senza Fini” coming from the next room. And, 

as she’s drawn towards the MUSIC the purser’s lounge is 
transformed into its previous grandeur a la 1962. 


A STEWARD briskly passes, carrying a tray of bowls Epps 
follows him, approaching the door he’s just entered -- 


80. 


152. INT. ANTONIA GRAZA ~- BALLROOM ~- CONTINUOUS . 152 
Epps steps in, the large chandelier brilliantly illuminating 


the immaculate room. . Francesca belts out “Senza Fini.” 
Epps stares at her, follows the Chief Steward into -- 


153 INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - GALLEY ~- CONTINUOUS 153 
Epps tails the Chief Steward amid the steam and chaos as a 
steward and a COOK can be seen holding the drum of rat poison 
over a large pot on the stove, a steady stream of white 
powder cascading into the pot. 

The Chief Steward shares a look with the cook and several 
others who we see are secreting sidearms under their white 
serving jackets. Epps is privy to their final signal -=> 
And she follows the Chief Steward with his fresh platter of 
soup bowls back through the kitchen -- 

154 INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - BALLROOM - CONTINUOUS 154. 
Epps follows the Chief Steward as he meets Francesca’s gaze. 

FRANCESCA . 
IBallate, ufficiali, baliate! 
155 EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA - FOREDECK ~- CONTINUOUS 155 


Epps trails the Chief Steward to.the forward deck, where 
passengers urge the officers to dance. Epps sees -- 


Katie dancing with the Captain Katie gives Epps awarning 
look, indicating something about to swing down on Epps -- 


Epps turns and ducks asthe booms swing down then. finds 
herself drifting back through the'ball room, passing -- 
155A INT. ANTONIA GRAZA ~- PURSER’S LOUNGE/BALLROOM ~ CONTINUDSSA 


Passengers who are vomiting, gagging, those who aren’t yet 
dead being dragged from their seats, robbed, violated. 


Epps moves along with the flow of violence towards -- 


The promenade deck, where crew are hacking away with axes at 
all but two lifeboats which they guard Epps sees -- 


THE CHIEF STEWARD AND FRANCESCA 
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156 


157 
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160 


Heading down a stairwell quickly, hand~in-hand. She glides 
after them down into the ship, her gaze distracted by -- 
INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - POOL / GYM -CONTINUOUS 156 
Now crammed with passengers not yet dead from the rat poison 
fighting for their lives toescape the pool. Stewards draw 
their weapons, FIRE into the poolto finish them off 


Epps finds herself DESCENDING with the flow of blood down -- 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - STATEROOM D404 -CONTINUOUS 157 
The Purser grabs Katie from under the bed, and with a 


steward’s help, hangs her. Epps looks on, rocked by an 
EXPLOSION below decks, DESCENDING with the blood flow -- 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - CARGO HOLD -CONTINUOUS 158 
The knot of stewards, their white coats streaked with the 
bloody handprints of passengers, head through smoke to the 


giant open safe twisted off its hinges. 


The Chief Steward exits the safe, triumphant, kisses 
Francesca passionately. He shows the dozen gathered a -- 


Gold bar. A CHEER goes up from the stewards and crewwho’ve * 
gathered with anticipation: Bloody, armed to the teeth. 
INT. ANTONIA GRAZA ~- CARGO HOLD -CONTINUOUS 160 


The stewards gather inside the safe, preparing to haul the 
heavy lockboxes out of there. By the Ferrari -- 


; PURSER (0.S.) 
Francesca! : 


The Purser comes up behind Francesca. She turns to him, her 
face going from surprise to a conspiring smile. They share a 
torrid kiss. The Purser reaches into the Ferrari, draws out-- 


An automatic machine gun. He motions to Francesca to wait, 


approaches the stewards by the safe who have their backs 


turned as they begin pulling out thelockboxes of gold. 


BRAAAAAAAT! The Purser wipes out his fellow conspirators in 
a blaze of gunfire. The Chief Steward goes down, shot in the 
head. The Purser turns to Francesca who’s waiting for him. 
She smiles. Her smile freezes as she sees her lover’s-- 
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Now aiming the machine gun right at her. She flips himff. | 


The Purser shrugs and shoots her point blank. Eyes frozen 
with betrayal, Francesca goes down, riddled with bullets. 


The Purser smiles and heads for the open safe door when a 
FIGURE. exits the safe, wearing a pea coat. ` 


JACK FERRIMAN 

Meets the Purser’s gaze. 
EPPS 

Stifles a gasp. 

JACK AND THE PURSER 


hold a conspiring smile. Jack tosses the Purser a set of 
keys, then hesitates, looking over the Purser’s shoulder -- 


EPPS’ DIRECTION 

But Epps is now hidden from. Jack’s view. 

HOLD ON JACK 

Did he see Epps or not? . He hesitates, turns as the Purser 
motions for help to drag out the firstlockbox. The Purser 
realizes Jack isn’t helping him, turns with surprise -- 

EPPS’ HIDDEN POV - JACK 

Glances at the Ferrari, his gaze seeming to command the radio 
antenna which is quicklyunscrewing. The Purser looks at 


Jack, frowning with surprise, then -- 


THWIP! The antenna flies off the hood of the Ferrari and 
impales the Purser up under his neck, killing him instantly. 


JACK CATCHES 


The Purser just as he falls his right hand clasping the 
Purser’s hand. Smoke waves up from this pressed “flesh.” 


ON EPPS TURNING 


From this, her back pressed against the wall of the storage 
compartment when she realizes what Jack’s identity means for-- 


EPPS 
Murphy! 
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As if in response to her concern, the wall in front of her 
transforms into the aquarium. Murphy’s visible inside the 
now full aquarium, fighting for his life as he. drowns. There 
are all kinds of tropical fish swimming happily dround him. 


Epps moves forward to try and help Murphy, but her hands 
simply pass through the aquarium glass. She cries out -- 


EPPS (CONT'D) 
Katie! 


REVERSE TO EPPS - PRESENT 


And we realize she’s never left the corridor. She comes out 
of it, disoriented then sees Katie suspended before her. 


EPPS (CONT'D) 
Murphy??? 


Katie just looks at her. Epps turns and runs like hell. 


161A INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - VARIOUS - NIGHT 161A 


Epps races up through the ship as fast as she can. 


162 INT. ANTONIA GRAZA ~ PURSER’S LOUNGE - NIGHT 162 


Epps’ comes flying in, sees that the aquarium is filled to the 
top with water. Floating face down on top is -- 


EPPS 
Murphy! 


Epps rushes to the aquarium hatch door, twisting the lock but ` 
it’s stuck! She spins, grabs theheavy maul from their 
equipment. She swings it over her head and SLAMS! it l * 
against the aquarium glass over and over and over agaimntil- * 


WHOOSH! The aquarium. glass IMPLODES! Seawater spills out 
into the lounge, knocking Epps off her feet. She staggers 
over to Murphy’s still body, cradling him, puts her cheek to 
his breath, feeling for a pulse, anything. 

162aaANT. ANTONIA GRAZA - BRIDGE - NIGHT 162aaA 
Dodge is at the wheel, struggling to keep the drifting ship 
on course as the ISLAND CHAIN is approaching in the farf.g. 
Outside, the storm rages, sheets of rain falling. 


Epps comes flying in, clutching thespear gun. 
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EPPS 
Dodge! Where’s Munder??? 
DODGE 
Clearing the intake below. What’s 


wrong? 
She grabs him, eyes wide. 


EPPS 
Listen to me! Murphy’s dead! We 
gotta go get Munder -- 


* DODGE 
Murphy’s dead??? 


EPPS 
We need to get off this boat right 
now, take the raft -- — 


DODGE 
Whoa, slow down -- 


EPPS 
You, me, Munder, there’s areason 
we’re the only ones that are still 
alive! That’s why he came after us 
in the first place! To fix this 
ship so he can continue his -- 


Epps freezes up as Jack enters, looking shaken up. 


` JACK 
His what? 


Epps stumbles for the words. Does Jack know or not? 


EPPS 
Dees 


JACK 
I just saw Murphy... Jesus Christ, 
what the hell is happening here? 


Jack scans Epps’ face. It takes everything she’s got left to 
act like she doesn’t know his true identity. 


EPPS 
I don’t know, but... we need to 
stay together from now on. 


Jack’s eyes flicker down thespear gun gripped in her hands. 
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EPPS (CONT'D) 
I need both you and Jack on the 
rudder here. 


DODGE 
But you just said we need to -- 


EPPS 
(interrupting him) 
Put a lid on it! This ain’t no 
democracy! 


Epps gives Dodge a subtle “go with medamnit” look. Dodge 
nods, his eyes shifting to Jack with a questioning look. 


EPPS (CONT'D) 
I’m gonna go with Munder, make sure 
those welds are holding. We’ll 
come up when we’re done so stay 
here, watch each other’s backs! 


As she heads out, Epps hands Dodge thespear gun, motions to 
Jack with her eyes, warning. “Watch out for him” He nods. 


JACK 
Be careful down there. 


EPPS 
(beat) 
Count on it. 
162aAINT. ANTONIA GRAZA - COLLISION BULKHEAD -NIGHT 162aA 
The water is only waist deep here. Munderclears the intake 
on the hose from debris, turns and heads back towards the 
engine room carrying the end of the hose. The water gets 
deeper. He pulls down his mask and descends towards the 
HATCH leading to the engine room. 
162A INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - VARIOUS -NIGHT f 162A 


Epps races through decks, down stairwells descending. 


166 INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - ENGINE ROOM - UNDERWATER -NIGHT 166 
Munder swims through the blown hatch door into the engine 
room. He sets the end of the hose down, securing it, heads 
for the narrow gauntlet between pistons toswim up when -- 


‘A giant piston arm swings down blocking his path. 
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-Munder spins around as the piston arm behind himslides down, 


trapping him inside the ship’s massive rusting gearbox. 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - ENGINE ROOM -NIGHT 167 


Epps comes flying through thestairwell to the platform by 
the generators/pumps. One of the pumps still runs strong. 


Epps calls out to the cavernous, half-flooded room. 


EPPS 
Munder??? 


Her voice echoés. Epps grabs the C-4 explosives case, starts 
pulling on her SCUBA suit. She reaches for her tank when -- 


Epps has been distracted by a more pressing matter, for the 


. water from the active pump hose is darkening in the hose 


EPPS (CONT'D) 
MUNDER! 


To her horror, blood and what may be bits of flesh start to 


fly through the hose belowher, heading for the pump. 


Epps: swings a light tothe far end of the flooded engine room 
where water CHURNS up from frenzied activity below. A chewed 
Trimix tank pops to the surface, along with a mask sliced in 

two, followed by what’s left of Munder’s head. 


Epps leans in against the catwalk railing, gripping it 
tightly, trying to gather the courage to go on. 
EXT. BERING SEA - RAIN -NIGHT . 172 


The hulk of the AntoniaGraza drifting fast with the current. 
It starts to rain in heavy sheets. Lightning in the sky. 


SWIVEL TO -- 


The island group coming up ahead. We see the ship will pass 
dangerously close to the lead edge of the island chain. 


INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - COLLISION BULKHEAD ~- NIGHT 172c 


Several lanterns sway with the ship’s movements. Epps 
quickly finishes drilling a hole into the ship’s thick hull. 


PULL BACK to see that she’s drilled a wide grid of holes all 
around that section of the hull, including the patchwork that 
they’ve repaired. She’s almost finished rigging each C-4 
charge to the coiled snake wire the kind she used before. 


(CONTINUED) 
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JACK (O.S.) 
Hi, Maureen. 


Jack steps from shadows in the waist-deep water. 


f JACK (CONT'D) 
Those without sin always make my 
job so much harder... 


He smiles thinly, eyes taking on abestial quality. 


JACK (CONT'D) 
Or so I’ve found through the years. 


EPPS 
Katie. 


Jack nods, eyes finding the C-4 charges with alarm. 


JACK 
How noble of you But is it really 
worth your own life? Or, worse -- 
an early trip to my home town? 


Jack’s moving towards Epps, freezes up as Epps reaches into 
the water at her feet, lifting up the TRIGGER, flicking the 
“ARM/DISARM” switch to “ARM.” Fingers grip the trigger -- 


EPPS 
Stay right where you are. 


Jack sees with alarm that the trigger’s hooked into the 
coiled snake line leading to wall of C-4 charges. 


= JACK 
Never struck me as the suicidal 
type, Maureen! 


Jack backs away slightly, wondering if she’1l really do it. 


EPPS 
Try me. 


JACK 
You’re different than the others 
I’ve seen on this go ‘round The 
gold means almost nothing to you.. 


Jack transmogrifies, his skin glowing, voice modulating. 


JACK (CONT'D) 
For your entertainment value to me 
alone, I’m willing to cut you a 
break and spare your life. 
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. EPPS 
And Katie? What happens to her??? 


JACK 
She’s stuck. Shit happens. 


EPPS l 
How could you do this? Murder all 
these people! 


JACK 
They seem to do a pretty good job 
of it themselves. I just help them 
along, grease the wheel... 


Suddenly, Katie’s CHAIN tightens around Epps’ neck. 
JACK (CONT'D) l 
I’ve spent far too much time and — 
effort to start over again! When 
I’m so close to a full boat. 


Epps chokes, struggling to keep holding the trigger aloft. 
The chain breaks, flying off into the darkness but Epps -- 


Stands her ground, hauling breath, ready to pull the trigger. 


DODGE (0.S.) 
Hey, Jack. 


Ferriman freezes, turns. Dodge stands behind him, theual 
head spear gun in hand, murderous intent in his eyes. 


DODGE (CONT'D) 
Never liked you. 


Dodge moves forward, FIRINGone of the spears TWHIP! It- 
slams into Ferriman, piercing right through the heart. 


Ferriman staggers back, falling into the water with a splash. 
Dodge rushes towards Epps, sees the C-4 charges, sees the 
trigger still gripped in her hand. 


DODGE (CONT'D) 
Epps! Are you alright??? 


She doesn’t respond, eyes still on Ferriman, now motionless, 
floating. Dodge nods to the trigger in her head. 


DODGE (CONT'D) 
You can put that down. dHe’s dead. 


Dodge sets the spear gun down. 


(CONTINUED) 
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EPPS 
We don’t know what he is!? 


Epps starts to pull the snake, uncoiling line as she moves 
away from the hull with the trigger in hand. 


EPPS (CONT'D) 
C’mon! 


DODGE — 
What are you doing??? 


| EPPS 
What’s it look like I’m doing? 
This bitch is going down. 


She continues pulling line out for their retreat. 


DODGE 
But the gold! 


EPPS Ta 
The gold??? Dodge??? 


DODGE l 
We lose this ship, we lose a 
fucking fortune! 


EPPS 
Haven’t you been paying attention? 
That gold’s just Ferriman’s way of 2 
luring numbnuts like us onto this 
ship! We won’t get off this ship 
with that gold. Nobody ever does. 


Dodge moves towards her his eyes on the trigger in her hand. 


DODGE 
I can’t let you do this That 
gold’1l give us everything we need, 
we can have a life together -- 


Dodge steps towards Epps, hears a distinctive hiss and comes 
face to face with the lithéliarc. 


EPPS 
I don’t want to hurt you, Dodge -- 
(beat) 
But I will. 


Dodge steps back from her. She’s had to put the trigger down 
on a section of catwalk right above the water line. 


(CONTINUED) 
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Fuck it, you win. Let’s blow it -- 


He rushes forward to grab her. Epps slashes the heliarc’s 
flame in her defense but the torch simply goes-- 


THROUGH DODGE’S BODY 
‘HER POV - HIS COAT FLYING OPEN 
To revéal a piece of steel pipe protruding from his abdomen 


EPPS 
Dodge??? 


Dodge freezes, responding to some kind of invisible command -- 
FROM FERRIMAN 


Who’s rising out the water. He yanks the spear from his 
“heart,” tosses it aside with a menacing grin. 


JACK 
Nice try, Dodge boy. 


- Speechless, Epps looks around, sees she’s surrounded by her 
crew. Santos, Munder, Greer, Dodge and Murphy. They each 
have their eyes averted, the mark.on each of their hands. 

JACK (CONT’D) 

Funny thing about free will -- You 

humans don’t appreciate it until 

it’s gone forever... 

Epps meets the look of hercrewmates, locking eyes -- 

JACK (CONT'D) 

Now, my dear Epps. Time to have 

your ticket punched. ; 

Epps lunges towards the trigger on the catwalk but Jack -- 
LEAPS ACROSS 


The room onto her back, tackling Epps. They SPLASH down into 
the water. Epps fighting viciously. to free herself but -- 


JACK HOLDS HER DOWN 
UNDERWATER - EPPS FLAILS, CHOKING 


She twists out of Jack’s grasp fighting to the surface. She 
hauls a breath, eyes flickeringfor a means of escapes when -- 


(CONTINUED) 
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JACK’S UPON HER AGAIN 

He pulls her down under the Water; hand gripping her neck. 
ON EPPS - CHOKING - EYES FLASHING WITH PAIN 

EPPS’ POV - LOOKING UP THROUGH WATER ATHER CREW 


Watching her demise, powerless to help her. She’s seconds 
from blacking out as Jack chokes her, her left arm -- 


Fumbling for something offstage in the murk. Jack turns his 
head a little to see what she’s grabbing for when -- 


EPPS BRINGS THE SPEAR GUN UP ANDAIMS IT AT HIM 
Jack lifts Epps out of the water, amused. Backing away. 


JACK (CONT’ D) 
What’ re you gonna do, kill me? 


But then Jack realizes she’s not pointing it right at him but 
at something that’s directly behind him 


THE TRIGGER 
On the catwalk, switch on “ARMED.” 


. JACK (CONT'D) | 
Damn. 


Frozen to act, Jack watches as Epps steps away from him. 


: EPPS 
Last stop, Ferriman. 


Epps pulls both triggers. The remaining spear WHIPS out of 
the gun.and SLAMS into the front of the trigger- 


‘-KA-BOOOOOOOM! Simultaneous C-4 charges EXPLODE point blank 
into Ferriman’s figure, vaporizing him. 


The RIPPING CONCUSSIONS RIPPLE back through the bulkhead -- 
WITH EPPS - BLOWN BACKWARDS 
A TORRENT OF SEAWATER POURS 


Through the exposed gash, cascading into the bulkhead. 


172F EXT. ANTONIA GRAZA - NIGHT 172F 


The Antonia Graza shudders, heeling to one side. 


92. 


172G INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - ENGINE ROOM - NIGHT 172G 


199 


201 


Seawater gushes into the engine room in a river of debris, 
bringing a half-drowned Epps along with it : 


Epps comes up for air. A clatter of all manner of debris, 
tools and general detritus hammering against the far bulkhead 
as the ship eases over, when -- A LOUD SNAPPING SOUNDS. 


Epps turns as a giant diesel burner tank breaks loose of its 
stays, comes right for her! Epps ducks under the water as it 
hurtles towards her -- 


And upends as it SLAMS into the bulkhead, dumping a dusty 
cascade of something we can’t quite make out intcthe water. 


WITH EPPS 

Forced away from the burner, trapped between it and the 199 
bulkhead as the contents of the burner fall all around her in 
a rain of skulls and human skeletal remains. 


Underwater, Epps struggles to free herself from under the 
mass of swirling bones. She sees a clear path and swims up. 


EPPS SURFACES 


Sucking air. She wipes her eyes, covered with human ash. 
She looks up to see that she is inside --. 


THE BURNER TANK 
Suspended above her on all sides, looking down from every 


available space, aretrapped souls, ghostly forms, just 
staring back’ at her in the darkness each of them marked. 


` INT. ANTONIA GRAZA - BURNER TANK - CONTINUOUS 201 


Epps struggles to stay on the surface as the burner tilts to 
the side, nearly horizontal. Sea water rushes in from both 
sides now, trapping Epps in the middle. She dives. 
UNDERWATER — EPPS 

Swims through the narrow smokestack of the burner, only to 
find to her horror that the end is blocked by debris. She 
does an end around, swimming back towards the -- 


INSIDE OF THE BURNER 


(CONTINUED) 
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Her lungs about to implode. She finds a pipe fitting, tries 
to force her way through the debris trapping her seems 
impossibly trapped in the disorienting blackness when -- 


A REFLECTION 


Catches her eye. Something glitters in the murky depths to 
her lower right. She swims for it, sees that it’s -- 


` KATIE’S HEART PENDANT CHAIN 


Epps sees through murky water it’s ben hooked onto athe 
latch of the open burner door Epps swims for the door -- 


KATIE 

Beckons for Epps to follow her through. Epps grabs the 
locket chain. Katie takes. Epps hand, leading her out 
through a maze of debristowards -- 


THE BREECH IN THE HULL 


‘Epps swims through the breech and into a cool green void, 


passing debris sinking downwards and amidst it -- 
GOLD BARS TUMBLING 


End over end down into the ocean depths. Epps swims upwards 
past them. Looks up and locks eyes with -- - 


KATIE 

Who has let go of Epps’ hand. A somber smile on her face as 
she nods good-bye, thanking Epps with. her eyes. She releases 
the chain, which drifts down towards Epps. 

Epps catches it, looks up with a questioning gaze as ee 


Katie turns, starts to RISE FAST up to the. surface, her soul 
free, and disappears into the green void above as -- 


HUNDREDS OF OTHER SOULS ARE RELEASED 

From the confines of the ship, like rats off a sinking boat. 
They dissipate in all directions, vanishing from sight. 

EXT. BERING SEA - RAIN - CONTINUOUS 202 


Epps breaks the surface, gasping for air. She turns to see 
the ship’s stern rising into the air. 


She swims for her life, trying to put as much distance 
between herself and the ocean liner which -- 


(CONTINUED) 
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210 


CUNL LNUBD: : 202 


SLIDES INTO THE OCEAN 
DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. BERING SEA - DAY ` 209 


Face blistered from days in the sun, Epps clutches floating 
wreckage, half-conscious, freezing, near death. There's the 
SOUND of something distant but distinct. , 


Blood-shot eyes flick open, narrowing. She’s hearing the 
distant THROBBING DISCO BEAT of the Bee Gees’ classic 
“Stayin’ Alive.” Epps painfully twists her head —- 

HER POV - A CARNIVAL CRUISE LINER 


Heads right for her. On the bow, “Alaskan Adventure!” 
Tourists from Iowa and New Jersey enjoying happy hour. We 


hear CRIES as someone spots Epps in the water. 


EXT. BETHEL, ALASKA - DAY 210 


A small Alaskan fishing village, one of the stops on the 
cruise ship circuit.. The cruise ship is moored at a dock. 
Tourists exit the ship, descending in droves. Among them -- 


EPPS — ON A GURNEY 


Wheeled off the ship and down a gangway by several crewman 
and the ship’s doctor. IVS snake down into her arm. She’s 
wrapped tightly in blankets, strapped in. Her one hand is 
outside the blanket, clutching Katie’s silver chain. 


She’s wheeled through the crowds on the dock towards a 
waiting ambulance. The rear doors are open. PARAMEDICS sign 
paperwork, prepare to transfer her into the ambulance. 


“CLOSE ON EPPS 


As she’s lifted from the gurney and placed inside the rear of 
the ambulance. Her eyes are about to close to rest when -- 


EPPS’ POV - LOCKBOXES 


Are being carted by a team of ship’s stewards up onto the 
gangplank of the “Alaskan Adventure!” 


WITH EPPS - HER HORROR 


For she sees a figure, striding behind the lockboxes, in a 
pea coat -- 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 210 


FERRIMAN LOOKS BACK OVER HIS SHOULDER AT EPPS 


And, pleased with himself, gives Epps a Sly wink before 
turning to head up into the cruise ship. Epps opens her 
mouth to scream out but is cut short by -- 


THE AMBULANCE DOORS SLAMMING SHUT 
CUT TO BLACK. 


